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DOROTHY   DAINTY    IN 
THE    COUNTRY 

CHAPTER  I 

THE   RETURN 

rilHE  tall  trees  were  showing  tiny  leaf- 
-■-  lets,  the  shrubs  were  bending  and 
swaying  in  the  soft  breeze.  Summer  was 
coming,  and  overhead  the  white  clouds 
were  lazily  sailing  across  the  blue  sky. 

A  beautiful  little  girl  stood  in  the  sun- 
shine, watching  the  clouds  as  eagerly  as  if 
they  might  answer  the  question  that  she 
so  often  asked. 

*^  I  wonder  where  Nancy  is,"  she  said, 
but  the  clouds  could  not  tell  her. 

No  one  had  yet  been  able  to  answer  the 
question  for  her. 
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She  turned,  and  ran  into  the  house,  seat- 
ing herself  at  the  window,  once  more  to 
watch  for  Nancy. 

She  was  Dorothy  Dainty,  the  lovely  lit- 
tle daughter  of  the  house,  and  Nancy  was 
her  playmate,  her  dearest  playmate,  who 
had  been  away  from  home  a  week,  and  no 
one  knew  where  to  search  for  her. 

If  Nancy  Ferris  had  been  away  for  a 
charming  visit,  ^Dorothy  would  have  missed 
her,  but  it  would  have  been  '^  so  different," 
she  plaintively  said. 

A  maid  passing  through  the  room, 
paused  to  look  at  the  little  figure  by  the 
window. 

"  I  can't  bear  to  see  you  feelin'  so  bad, 
Miss  Dorothy,"  she  said,  ^^  an'  I  jest  want 
ter  remind  you  that  the  time  before,  when 
Nancy  was  lost,  she  come  back  safe  an' 
sound." 
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**  Oh,  I  know  she  did,  Delia,''  Dorothy 
replied,  "  but  it  seems  different  this  time, 
and  all  we  know  is  that  she  isn^t  in  the 
city/' 

**  But  even  that's  a  comfort,"  said  the 
maid,  **  fer  in  a  big  city  it  would  be  like 
huntin'  fer  the  needle  in  a  bundle  of  hay, 
but  if  she's  in  a  little  town  not  far  from 
here,  we'll  be  findin'  her  pretty  soon.  An' 
one  thing  we're  sure  of,"  the  girl  contin- 
ued, **  her  old  Uncle  Steve  what  stole  her, 
an'  put  her  on  the  stage,  is  dead,  so  he 
won't  be  doing  that  now^ 

**  But  Nancy  said  in  the  little  note  that 
she  wrote,  that  that  big  girl,  Sue,  had 
called  for  her,  and  taken  her  to  her  aunt, 
Mrs.  Ferris,  and  that's  her  Uncle  Steve 
Ferris 's  wife,"  said  Dorothy,  ''  but  she 
didn't  stop  to  say  where  her  aunt  lived, 
and  I'm  wild  with  waiting,  while  I  just 
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sit  here,  doing  nothing  towards  finding 
her/' 

All  the  household  longed  for  Nancy's 
return,  because  her  merry  ways  made  her 
a  lively  little  companion,  and  because,  with 
her  return,  Dorothy  would  again  be  her 
bright,  sunny  self. 

*'  Miss  Dorothy  can't  stand  all  this  won- 
derin'  an'  worryin',"  said  the  cook,  **  an' 
I  wish  Nancy  could  be  found  before  we're 
all  half  wild  with  wonderin'  where  she  is." 

^'  She's  a-sittin'  at  the  winder,  an' 
lookin'  out  with  that  queer  look  in  her 
blue  eyes  that  makes  me  wish  I  could  start 
an'  run  till  I  found  Nancy,  an'  bring  her 
back  with  me,"  said  the  maid. 

*'  You  women  folks  oughtn't  ter  talk  as 
if  there's  no  chance  of  findin'  her,"  said 
the  butler,  pompously.  *'  I  feel  it  in  my 
bones  that  Nancy '11  be  here  this  very  day," 
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he  continued,  **  an'  I  never  knew  my  bones 
to  tell  me  wrong.'' 

'^  Ye  give  yerself  airs,  like  a  turkey 
cock,"  said  the  cook,  ^'  but  we'll  have  to 
wait  an'  see  if  ye 're  right.  It  may  be  that 
yer  bones  ain't  knowin'  any  more  than 
other  folks 's  bones.  Men  is  apt  ter  think 
theirselves  very  knowin'." 

''  All  the  same  I  feel  it  in  my  boneSj—^^ 
insisted  the  butler,  but  just  at  that  moment 
the  cook  began  to  make  a  great  stir  among 
her  dishes,  and  he  left  the  kitchen  in  dis- 
gust. 

**  I'll  not  be  talkin'  with  a  pack  er  gos- 
sips," he  muttered,  and  he  strolled  out  to 
the  stables  to  find  the  coachman. 

On  the  way  he  met  the  gardener,  and 
was  about  to  pass  him  with  a  curt  greeting. 
The  butler  considered  a  house  servant  far 
above  an  outdoor  man,  but  the  joUy  old 
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gardener  saw  no  difference,  and  hailed 
him  gaily. 

^'  Top  o'  the  mornin'  ter  ye!  "  he  cried; 
*^  ye  look  as  though  ye  was  moighty 
pleased  wid  yerself.  Sure  phwat  hov  ye 
been  doin'  this  airly?  " 

**  Be  careful  how  you  address  me,"  said 
the  butler;  **  where 's  your  manners,  my 
man?  " 

John  dropped  the  handles  of  his  wheel- 
barrow, and  laughed  loudly. 

**  I'd  hov  yez  look  well  ter  yer  own  man- 
ners," he  said,  **  fer  I'm  not  yer  mon,  nor 
onybody's  mon,  only  that  yez  all  knows 
I  belongs  ter  Mr.  Dainty.  But  about  ad- 
dhressin'  yez,—  Will  I  be  callin'  ye  mis- 
ther,  yer  hoighniss,  er  yer  riverince?  If 
it's  the  last  yez  prefers,  Oi'll  hov  ter  git 
permission  av  the  priest." 

The  butler  scorned  to  reply,  and  passed 


THE   RETURN  7 

the  gardener,  holding  his  fat  chin  very- 
high,  and  pretending  not  to  have  heard. 
The  gardener  looked  after  him  chuck- 
ling. 

"  Sure,  an'  Oi'm  thinkin'  that  he'll  be 
wantin'  a  foine  piece  av  welvet  carpetin' 
spread  on  the  walk  ter  cover  the  dirty 
gravel.  He's  no  trail  ter  be  carried,  but 
I  suppose  I  could  take  the  ends  av  his  coat- 
tails  wid  the  tips  av  me  fingers.  I  could, 
but  I'll  not  be  doin'  it  this  week." 

He  laughed  at  his  own  wit,  and  grasping 
the  handles  of  the  wheelbarrow,  trundled 
it  down  the  walk,  loudly  whistling  '^  Rory 
O'More." 

While  Nancy's  friends  were  anxious  for 
her  safety,  Nancy,  herself,  was  a  very 
homesick  little  girl. 

Her  aunt,  Mrs.  Ferris,  had  sent  for  her, 
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and  told  Sue  not  to  return  without  her,  but 
she  had  also  told  the  girl  to  ask  permission 
to  take  Nancy  for  a  short  visit. 

When  Sue  had  arrived  in  Merrivale, 
Mrs.  Dainty  and  Aunt  Charlotte  had  been 
absent  from  home,  and  Nancy,  thinking 
that  she  ought  to  go  to  her  aunt,  who  was 
sick,  had  gone  with  Sue.  Now,  in  Mrs. 
Ferris 's  little  house  at  the  end  of  the 
lane,  she  sat  wondering  how  soon  she 
might  return.  Would  it  be  days,  or 
weeks? 

Mrs.  Ferris  had  told  Nancy  of  her  young 
and  beautiful  mother,  for  whom  she  was 
named,  and  had  given  her  a  little  necklace 
that  had  once  been  hers,  and  which  bore 
the  name,  *^  Nanette  "  upon  its  clasp. 

Nancy's  soft,  brown  eyes  had  filled  with 
tears,  as  she  had  sat  listening  to  the  story 
of  her  young  mother's  life.    Very  tenderly 
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she  had  taken  the  dainty  necklace,  and  she 
had  thanked  Mrs.  Ferris  for  keeping  it  for 
her. 

Through  poverty  and  distress  Mrs.  Fer- 
ris had  guarded  it,  hiding  it  from  her  hus- 
band, Steve  Ferris,  who  she  knew  would 
have  sold  it,  and  taken  for  his  own  use  the 
money  that  it  brought. 

It  was  not  through  love  for  Nancy  that 
Mrs.  Ferris  had  thus  braved  her  husband's 
anger.  She  was  a  woman  who  had  but 
little  love  in  her  heart  for  anyone,  but  she 
was  honest,  and  knowing  that  the  necklace 
rightfully  belonged  to  Nancy,  she  guarded 
it  with  greatest  care,  until  she  could  place 
it  in  her  hands. 

She  had  said  that  she  should  feel  better 
after  she  had  talked  with  Nancy,  but  evi- 
dently the  long  story  which  she  had  told 
had  tired  her,  and  she  had  lain  back  in  her 
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chair,  and  closed  her  eyes,  refusing  to  talk 
further. 

Nancy  had  flown  to  the  kitchen,  and 
begged  Sue  to  take  her  back  to  the  stone 
house,  but  Sue  had  declared  that  to  be  im- 
possible. 

*^  I  can't  go  with  ye,  Nancy,  till  she  says 
I  may,''  said  the  girl,  ^'  an'  she  ain't  fit 
fer  me  ter  leave  her  unless  she's  feelin' 
better'n  she  does  jist  this  minute.  She 
ain't  even  fit  ter  talk." 

Seeing  the  disappointment  in  Nancy's 
face,  she  added: 

'*  P'raps  we  kin  go  ter-morrer." 

When  the  next  day  came,  however.  Sue 
found  a  deal  of  work  to  be  done,  and  Mrs. 
Ferris  was  far  too  ill  to  be  left  alone. 

The  tiny  house  was  anything  but  cheery, 
and  the  only  living  thing  to  be  seen  in  the 
little  lane  was  a  yellow  hen  that  all  day 
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long  had  wandered  about  in  search  of  food 
which  she  evidently  could  not  find. 

A  brindle  cat  sat  beside  the  fence  at  one 
side  of  the  lane,  and,  judging  by  her  ap- 
pearance, she  must  have  been  quite  as 
hungry  as  the  hen. 

Watching  them  from  the  little  window, 
Nancy  thought  that  while  the  yellow  hen 
searched  the  muddy  road  for  a  stray  bit  of 
com,  or  a  possible  worm,  the  cat,  with 
greedy  eyes,  watched  the  hen,  and  must 
be  thinking  what  a  fine  meal  she  would 
make. 

There  was  something  very  lonely  in  the 
gray  sky,  the  tiny  lane,  and  the  hen  that 
strayed  up  and  down  all  day,  uttering  an 
occasional  cluck,  then  patiently  scratching 
for  the  worm  that  never  appeared. 

Nancy  sat  by  the  window  one  day,  look- 
ing out,  and  thinking  of  Dorothy,  of  Aunt 
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Charlotte,  of  the  merry  playmates,  and  her 
own  beautiful  home. 

She  had  brought  no  money  with  her, 
even  her  little  purse  was  at  home,  and 
there  was  neither  paper  nor  pencil  in  the 
house. 

She  would  not  have  left  the  cottage 
without  telling  Sue  that  she  was  going; 
indeed,  she  could  not  have  found  her  way 
to  the  depot,  but  she  longed  to  send  a  note 
to  her  friends  that  they  might  come  for 
her. 

Nancy  could  not  have  told  why  she  felt 
herself  to  be  almost  a  prisoner,  yet  it  was 
not  strange  that  she  felt  so. 

Sue  could  not,  or  would  not,  tell  her 
why  she  was  detained,  and  Mrs.  Ferris 
persisted  in  saying  that  she  was  too  ill  to 
talk. 

She  was  still  sitting  at  the  window,  with 
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the  white  cat  upon  her  lap,  when  Sue,  who 
had  been  up-stairs,  came  hurrying  down, 
and  as  she  passed  through  the  kitchen,  she 
picked  up  an  old  cloak  which  lay  upon  a 
chair,  and  thrust  her  arms  into  the  sleeves. 

*^  I'm  goin'  out  fer  jest  a  minute  ter  do 
a  arrant.  I'll  be  right  back,"  she  called 
as  she  closed  the  door. 

Nancy  had  no  time  to  ask  where  Sue  was 
going,  and  in  a  few  moments  the  girl  re- 
turned, bringing  a  big,  matronly-looking 
w^oman  with  her. 

'*  Ye  go  right  up-stairs,"  directed  Sue, 
''  an'  ef  ye'U  jest  stay  till  I  git  back,  I'll 
promise  not  ter  be  gone  long." 

The  woman  nodded. 

^*  There  ain't  no  rush,"  she  said,  stolidly. 

**  Git  yer  hat  an'  coat,  Nancy.  Be 
quick!  "  she  added,  but  Nancy  needed  no 
urging. 
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Without  a  word  she  found  her  wraps, 
and  was  out  on  the  step  waiting  to  start 
for  the  depot,  when  Sue  appeared. 

Sue  firmly  grasped  her  hand,  and  to- 
gether they  hurried  along  the  road,  reach- 
ing the  depot  but  a  few  minutes  before  the 
train  arrived. 

Sue  bought  their  tickets,  and  it  was  not 
until  they  were  seated  in  the  car  that  she 
explained  the  reason  for  such  a  hasty  de- 
parture. 

"  Ye  must  wonder  why  I  rushed  off  with 
ye,  Nancy,  so  I'll  tell  ye  now;  I  hadn't 
time  ter  spend  in  talkin'  till  I  knew  we 
was  on  this  train.  I  found  yer  aunt  feelin' 
worse  ter-day,  instead  of  feelin'  better,  an' 
I  knew,  ef  she's  ter  be  reel  sick,  I  couldn't 
tell  when  I  could  git  ye  home.  I  promised 
ter  go  back  with  ye,  so  when  I  see  her  so 
ill,  I  jest  ran  out  ter  git  a  woman  who 
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knows  us  ter  come  an'  set  with  her  until 
I  git  back." 

''  I  didn't  say  '  good-bye  '  to  her,"  said 
Nancy. 

^'  I  know  it,"  Sue  replied,  ^*  but  she 
wa'n't  fit  ter  be  disturbed,  an'  I  thought 
best  ter  let  her  rest,  and  git  ye  off  without 
excitin'  her.  I'll  write  an'  tell  ye  how  she 
is,  though  I  ain't  much  on  letter-writin'." 

''  Oh,  do,''  said  Nancy,  "  for  I'll  want 
to  know,  and  perhaps  you'll  tell  me  she's 
better." 

''  Perhaps,"  said  Sue,  and  then  they 
rode  on  in  silence. 

After  a  time  the  view  from  the  car  win- 
dow began  to  look  familiar,  and  then,  in 
just  a  little  while  the  brakeman  threw  the 
door  open,  and  shouted,  **  Merrivale." 

Nancy  sprang  from  her  seat,  and  Sue 
followed  her  out  upon  the  platform.    Thus 
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far  Sue  had  carried  the  little  box  that  held 
the  necklace.  Now  she  pressed  it  into 
Nancy's  hand. 

^^Hold  it  tight,  Nancy,"  she  said;  ''if 
ye  don't  drop  it  ye '11  be  all  right.  Done 
up  in  an  old  pasteboard  box,  and  wrapped 
in  brown  paper,  nobody  would  think  it 
held  a  necklace,  an'  they  wouldn't  think 
er  snatchin'  it  from  ye.  I  didn't  have  any- 
thing better  ter  do  it  up  in,  an'  I  guess 
it's  safer  than  if  it  looked  fine.  Good-bye, 
an'  be  sure  ye  write  an  answer  ter  the  let- 
ter I  send  ye,  Nancy." 

"  Why,  Sue,  aren't  you  coming  with 
me?  "  asked  Nancy  in  surprise. 

*'  I'd  like  ter,  but  I  can't,"  said  Sue, 
"  fer  I've  got  ter  hurry  back  on  the  next 
train  an'  that's  due  here  now.  There  it 
is,  jest  comin'  in  sight.    Good-bye." 

It  was  like  a  dream,  and  when  the  train 
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started,  and  Sue  had  waved  her  hand  from 
the  window,  Nancy  turned  toward  the  ave- 
nue, and  when  she  saw  the  tall  trees  that 
hid  the  great  stone  house,  she  tried  to 
think  if  she  were  really  wide  awake,  if  it 
were  true  that  she  had  been  so  long  away, 
and  that  now,  so  soon,  she  would  be  with 
those  who  loved  her. 

Of  their  anxiety  she  knew  nothing.  She 
did  not  remember  just  what  she  had  said 
in  her  note,  and  while  she  well  knew  that 
they  had  missed  her,  she  did  not  dream 
that  they  had  been  worried. 

All  through  the  day  Dorothy  had  tried 
to  amuse  herself,  but  none  of  her  many 
games  had  interested  her,  and  book  after 
book  had  been  laid  aside  because  she  could 
not  keep  her  mind  upon  the  story. 

Once  more  she  sat  by  the  window  look- 
ing out  upon  the  driveway. 
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Suddenly  with  a  sharp  little  cry  of 
**  Nancy!  My  Nancy!  ''  she  flew  down  the 
stairs,  and  the  burly  butler  who  had  heard 
her  had  but  just  time  to  open  the  great 
door  for  her. 

Out  upon  the  piazza  she  sprang,  and 
down  the  driveway,  and  in  a  second  Nancy 
and  Dorothy  were  locked  in  each  other's 
arms. 

*^  Oh,  Nancy,  Nancy!  "  said  Dorothy. 

Of  course  others  had  heard  Dorothy's 
cry,  and  Mrs.  Dainty  and  Aunt  Charlotte 
were  close  behind  her,  while  the  servants, 
at  a  respectful  distance,  had  the  joy  of 
knowing  that  Nancy  had  returned. 

'^  Didn't  I  tell  you  that  I  felt  it  in  m^ 
hones  that  Miss  Nancy,—  "  but  the  butler's 
wise  words  were  unnoticed  in  the  excite- 
ment. Nancy  looked  from  Dorothy  to 
Mrs.  Dainty,  then  at  Aunt  Charlotte,  and 
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then  at  the  group  of  servants,  and  every 
face  showed  delight  at  her  return. 

''  Oh,  how  glad  I  am  to  be  here  again, 
and  how  very  big  the  stone  house  looks, 
since  IVe  been  staying  in  a  little  cot- 
tage! "  said  Nancy. 

''  But  where  have  you  been,  Nancy?  '' 
said  Dorothy,  "  we've  been  just  wild  to 
know." 

''  Didn't  you  find  my  note? "  Nancy 
asked  in  surprise,  as  she  ran  to  Aunt  Char- 
lotte and  looked  eagerly  up  into  her  face. 

^^  I  found  your  note,  dear,  but  while  you 
said  that  you  had  gone  with  Sue  to  see 
your  aunt  who  was  sick,  you  did  not  say 
that  you  were  to  be  away  overnight,  and 
you  did  not  say  where  your  aunt  was  liv- 
ing. Oh,  Nancy,  don't  you  see  how  fright- 
ened we  have  been?  " 

As  she  spoke,  Aimt  Charlotte  drew  her 
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closer,  and  then  they   all  went  into   the 
house  to  hear  about  Nancy's  visit. 

The  pretty  necklace  was  duly  admired, 
and  they  felt  that  Mrs.  Ferris  had  been  an 
honest  woman  to  keep  the  trinket  safely, 
when  so  often  her  own  poverty  must  have 
tempted  her  to  dispose  of  it. 

*^  But  why  did  she  make  you  stay  so 
many  days?  "  questioned  Dorothy.  *'  She 
told  you  about  the  necklace,  and  all  about 
your  beautiful  mamma  quite  soon  after 
you  went  there.  I  don't  see  why  she  didn't 
tell  Sue  to  take  you  home  right  after  she 
talked  with  you." 

And  /  didn't  see  why,"  agreed  Nancy, 

but  although  I  kept  asking  Sue  to  bring 
me,  this  was  the  first  day  I  could  come." 

Dorothy  seemed  satisfied  with  this  ex- 
planation, but  neither  Mrs.  Dainty  nor 
Aunt  Charlotte  was  content.     Long  after 
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Dorothy  and  Nancy  were  asleep,  the  two 
ladies  sat  talking  together  of  the  strange 
little  visit. 

**  And  to  think  that  the  little  town 
where  she  has  been  staying  is  one  through 
which  we  have  driven  many  times!  "  said 
Mrs.  Dainty. 


CHAPTER  n 

Patricia's  solo 

/^P  course  there  was  a  cheery  greeting 
^^  awaiting  Nancy  when  she  returned 
to  her  class  at  the  private  school. 

MoUie  Merton  and  Flossie  Barnet  were 
the  first  to  hasten  towards  her,  to  clasp  her 
hands,  and  to  tell  her  how  glad  they  were 
to  see  her  again. 

Nina  and  Jeanette  Earl  came  next,  and 
the  others  followed,  but  the  last  one  to 
speak  to  Nancy  was  Arabella  Corryville. 
Her  greeting  was  exactly  what  any  one 
who  knew  her  might  have  expected. 

She  stared  at  Nancy  for  a  moment,  then 
she  said: 

22 
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**  I  don't  see  why  everybody  was  so 
seared,  for  you  weren't  gone  but  a  week.^' 

^'  Would  you  like  to  be  kept  away  from 
home  a  week,  and  everyone  in  your  house 
wondering  where  you  were,  and  no  idea 
where  to  find  you,  Arabella?  "  asked  Mol- 
lie. 

**  I  don't  know,"  said  Arabella  coolly, 
**  'twould  be  a  change." 

**  A  change!  "  said  MoUie,  **  well  I  guess 
it  would  be  a  change,  and  you  just 
wouldn't  have  liked  it,  if  it  had  happened 
to  you!  " 

**  I  guess  I  wouldn't  have  cared,"  said 
Arabella,  in  a  way  that  Mollie  thought 
very  provoking,  and  then  she  turned,  and 
left  the  little  group  of  playmates. 

^^  Arabella  is  always  telling  about  her 
Aunt  Matilda's  *  views.'  She  says  her 
aunt  won't  let  her  learn  to  dance,  because 
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she  has  her  views  about  almost  every- 
thing,^^ said  Jeanette  Earl,  ^'  and  I  guess 
Arabella  thinks  she'd  like  to  spend  a  week 
away  from  home  where  she  wouldn't  have 
to  listen  to  her  Aunt  Matilda's  views  all 
the  time." 

Nina  laughed,  and  the  others  found  it 
hard  to  refrain,  for  they  had  all  heard  of 
Aunt  Matilda's  views  on  almost  everything 
which  they  had  ever  talked  of. 

**  My  Uncle  Harry  said  he  would  like  to 
see  a  man  who  would  dare  to  interview 
her,"  said  little  Flossie  Barnet,  the  young- 
est of  the  children,  ^^  and  I  wonder  what 
he  meant." 

*'  I  don't  know  what  he  meant,"  said 
Eeginald,  ^*  but  he  looks  brave  enough  to 
do  anything,  but  Arabella's  aunt  is  so  little 
that  I  wouldn't  think  anybody'd  be  afraid 
of  her.'' 
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**  Oh,  you  wouldn't?  "  said  his  cousin, 
Katie  Dean.  ^^  Well,  you  ought  to  have 
seen  her  one  time  when  the  man  went 
there  to  set  a  pane  of  glass  in  the  kitchen 
window.  He  was  just  measuring  to  see 
how  large  a  glass  it  needed,  when  her  Aunt 
Matilda  saw  him.  She  thought  he  was  a 
burglar  trying  to  get  in,  and  she  chased 
him  off  with  a  broom.  Just  then  Arabella's 
father  came  up  the  driveway,  and  when 
he  told  Aunt  Matilda  who  the  man  was, 
she  let  him  set  the  glass,  but  she  looked 
as  if  she  didn't  want  to." 

**  Well,  I  wouldn't  let  her  be  my  aunt," 
said  little  Reginald. 

<<  Why,  you'd  have  to;  if  she  was  your 
aunt,  she  would  be!  "  insisted  MoUie;  and 
although  the  statement  was  somewhat  con- 
fused, Reginald  was  convinced. 

*'  Well,   I   wouldn't    want   her   for   my 
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aunt,"  he  said,  stoutly,  *^  but  I  do  wish 
that  Dorothy  Dainty  and  Nancy  Ferris 
were  my  own  cousins  same  as  Katie  is.'' 

'*  You  may  play  we  are  your  cousins," 
Dorothy  said  kindly,  for  Reginald,  al- 
though much  younger  than  either  of  the 
girls,  was  a  great  favorite  with  all. 

^'  Then  I'll  have  three  cousins,"  he  an- 
swered joyfully. 

The  tinkling  of  the  silver  bell  that  Aunt 
Charlotte  was  ringing  made  them  turn, 
and  hurry  along  the  avenue  toward  the 
stone  cottage. 

Arabella  Corryville  was  standing  in  the 
gateway.  She  stepped  aside  to  let  them 
enter,  but  she  joined  Nina  who  was  the 
last  one  through  the  gateway,  and  walked 
beside  her  up  the  path. 

**  Patricia  Lavine  is  coming  to  school 
with  me  to-morrow,"  she  said. 
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^^  Why,  she  goes  to  the  public  school/' 
said  Nina. 

^*  I  know  it,"  Arabella  replied,  ''  but 
she  can  be  absent  from  her  class  whenever 
she  wants  to.  Her  mamma  lets  her  be 
ex-missed,  or  dis-cused  just  any  time,  and 
to-morrow  she's  coming  to  school  with  me, 
and  she's  going  to  wear  her  newest  dress." 

'^  Will  Aunt  Charlotte  let  you  bring 
her?  "  asked  Nina. 

''  Why  not? "  said  Arabella,  '*  you 
brought  your  two  cousins  one  time,  and 
Patricia  is  only  one  girl!  " 

**  Is  that  so?"  questioned  Nina  coolly, 
**  are  you  sure  that  Patricia  isn't  twins?  " 

Arabella  did  not  answer  because  they 
had  just  reached  the  class-room  door,  but 
she  looked  at  Nina  as  if  it  would  have  been 
a  pleasure  to  freeze  her. 

The  warm  breeze  blew  in  at  the  open 
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window,  and  fanned  the  flushed  faces  that 
bent  over  the  books.  The  little  pupils 
were  interested  in  their  lessons,  but  the 
fresh  air,  the  sounds  of  outdoor  life,  the 
cloudless  sky  invited  them,  and  they  longed 
to  drop  their  books,  and  spend  the  sunny 
hours  in  play. 

Aunt  Charlotte  was  a  wise  teacher,  and 
she  loved  and  understood  children. 

'*  You  have  studied  faithfully  all  the 
morning,"  she  said,  *^  and  if  the  next  reci- 
tation is  perfect,  I  will  then  dismiss  the 
class  for  the  day,"  she  said. 

**  Now,  how  many  pupils  think  that  they 
will  return  to-morrow  morning  more  eager 
for  study,  if  I  grant  so  many  extra  hours 
for  play?" 

She  smiled  as  she  asked  the  question, 
and  laughed  softly  when  every  hand  was 
raised,  and  when  they  were  dismissed  they 
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danced  along  the  avenue,  pausing  some- 
times to  talk,  and  then  skipping  along 
again. 

''  See  you  early  to-morrow,''  called  Mol- 
lie,  as  Dorothy  and  Nancy  turned  to  enter 
the  driveway. 

'^  We'll  be  very  early,"  said  Dorothy, 
then  as  they  ran  toward  the  house  she 
said: 

*^  I'll  tell  you  something  that  I  wouldn't 
tell  all  the  others,  Nancy,  and  that  is  that 
I  do  wish  Arabella  wouldn't  bring  Patricia 
to  school." 

**  So  do  I,"  agreed  Nancy,  '*  and  the 
only  reason  is  that  Patricia  is  sure  to  do 
something,— well,  queer, ^^ 

**  That's  just  it,"  said  Dorothy,  her  blue 
eyes  troubled,  and  her  sweet  mouth  no 
longer  laughing.  *'  I  don't  so  much  mind 
what  she  does,"  said  Dorothy,  ''  but  when 
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she  does  things  that  are  provoking,  the 
other  girls  talk  about  it,  and  they  don't 
like  it  if  we  don't  talk  about  her,  too." 

*^  And  your  mamma  always  says: 

^'  '  Never  say  a  word  behind  a  play- 
mate's back,  that  you  would  not  like  to 
have  her  hear.'  " 

**  I  know  it,"  Dorothy  said,  ^*  and  even 
if  Patricia  is  unpleasant,  I  wouldn't  want 
her  to  hear  the  things  that  Jeanette  says 
about  her." 

It  was  indeed  a  most  puzzling  situation. 
Both  Mrs.  Dainty  and  Aunt  Charlotte  had 
spoken  plainly  of  the  beauty  of  kindliness, 
and  they  had  urged  Dorothy  and  Nancy 
to  remember  to  be  kind  when  with  their 
friends,  and  equally  kind  in  speaking  of 
them. 

'*  But,  mamma,  what  can  we  say  when 
the  girls  say  that  Patricia  is  rude?    When 
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we  try  to  make  excuses  for  her  they  only 
say  harder  things  about  her,  and  Jeanette 
always  finishes  by  telling  Nancy  that  she 
ought  to  be  able  to  see  that  Patricia  is  im- 
polite, as  if  we  did  not  know  it!  '^ 

Mrs.  Dainty  had  agreed  that  it  was  cer- 
tainly provoking,  but  at  the  same  time  had 
insisted  that  Dorothy  and  Nancy  must  be 
very  gentle  with  Patricia,  and  speak 
kindly  of  her,  or  say  nothing  at  all.  It  was 
sometimes  hard  to  say  nothing. 

Mr.  Dainty  was  away  from  home  on 
business  which  would  detain  him  in  an- 
other city  for  a  number  of  days,  and  Mrs. 
Dainty  had  asked  Aunt  Charlotte  and 
Nancy  to  close  the  stone  cottage,  and  stay 
with  her  until  Mr.  Dainty  should  return. 

Early  in  the  morning  the  two  little  girls 
were  running  down  the  driveway,  when, 
just  ahead  of  them  on  the  avenue,  they  saw 
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Arabella  and  Patricia  on  their  way  to 
school. 

Arabella  turned,  and  when  she  saw 
Dorothy  and  Nancy,  she  grasped  Patricia's 
hand,  and  the  two  began  to  run. 

^*  I  don't  wonder  that  Nina  says  that 
Arabella  is  '  queer,'  "  said  Nancy. 

**  We  can't  help  thinking  she  is  strange 
if  we  don't  say  it,"  Dorothy  said.  *^  She's 
worse  than  queer,"  said  Nancy. 

MoUie  and  Flossie  came  hurrying  along 
the  avenue,  then  Reginald  and  his  cousin, 
Katie,  and  they  all  tried  to  look  at  a  large 
book  that  Katie  had  brought,  but  found  it 
rather  difficult  for  all  to  see  at  once. 

It  was  Flossie  who  solved  the  problem. 

*'  Let's  two  of  us  look,  and  then  two 
others  of  us,  and  we  can  just  keep  looking 
two  and  two,  until  we've  all  seen  it." 

'*  The  piece  I'm  to  speak  is  in  it,"  Katie 
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said,  '*  and  I  hope  111  be  sure  to  remember 
it." 

*^  Ob,  you'll  forget  half,"  said  Reginald. 

MoUie  looked  up  quickly. 

<<  Why,  I'd  forgotten  this  was  Friday!  " 
she  said,  '^  I  haven't  any  piece  to  speak; 
I  never  thought  to  learn  one." 

'^  You  haven't  time  to  learn  one  now," 
said  Nina  who  had  hurried  along  the  ave- 
nue to  join  them,  ^^  and  do  you  know, 
Jeanette  has  forgotten  to  learn  one,  too." 

When  they  entered  the  class-room  they 
found  Arabella  and  Patricia  already  in 
their  seats. 

Patricia  nodded  and  smiled  at  them,  and 
the  girls  returned  her  greeting.  Reginald 
pretended  that  he  did  not  see  Patricia,  and 
passed  her  with  his  chin  held  very  high. 

She  had  so  often  teased  him  by  calling 
him  a  *^  little  boy,"  that  he  could  not  give 
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her  a  cordial  greeting,  so  lie  would  not 
greet  her  at  all. 

^'  Hello!  "  she  whispered,  but  he  seemed 
not  to  hear  her,  and  marched  resolutely 
past  her  to  his  seat. 

*'  Funny  little  fellow,"  she  whispered  to 
Arabella. 

Arabella  nodded,  but  Aunt  Charlotte 
was  looking  that  way,  so  she  said  nothing. 

Friday  was  the  day  that  all  the  children 
longed  for.  There  were  but  few  lessons, 
the  greater  part  of  the  session  being  re- 
served for  the  songs  and  recitations.  Usu- 
ally there  were  interesting  pieces  spoken, 
pleasing  songs,  or  piano  solos,  and  thus  a 
fine  little  program  was  enjoyed. 

Aunt  Charlotte  was  always  gentle,  but 
her  pupils  knew  that  she  expected  them  to 
appear  on  every  Friday  prepared  to  assist 
in  the  little  entertainment,  and  MoUie  and 
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Jeanette  were  sorry  to  have  to  offer  an 
excuse. 

Dorothy  sang  a  lovely  little  song,  called 
*'  The  Butterfly,"  Nancy  had  carefully 
learned  a  pretty  poem  entitled  ''  Spring," 
while  Nina's  poem,  ''  The  Fairies,"  de- 
lighted all  who  listened. 

Reginald  sang  a  '*  Hunting  Song,"  for 
which  Jeanette  played  the  accompaniment, 
and  the  spirited  music  caused  the  girls 
softly  to  tap  the  rhythmic  measure  with 
just  the  tips  of  their  toes. 

Then  Arabella  went  forward  to  speak. 
Every  one  wondered  what  she  had  chosen, 
and  Nina  reached  over  and  touched  Mol- 
lie's  arm. 

"Just  see  how  glum  Arabella  looks! 
You  don't  suppose  she  is  going  to  speak 
any  such  piece  as  that  one  that  she  spoke 
the  last  time,  do  you?  "  she  whispered. 
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MoUie  shook  her  head. 

^^  I  hope  not,"  she  whispered. 

On  the  Friday  of  the  week  before,  Ara- 
bella had  selected  for  her  piece  the  words 
of  an  exceedingly  gloomy  hymn. 

Amit  Charlotte  had  spoken  very  kindly 
to  her  after  school,  and  had  advised  her 
to  choose  cheerful  poems  for  the  recita- 
tions. 

**  Aunt  Matilda  chose  that  one,"  Ara- 
bella had  said,  and  now  they  were  all  wait- 
ing, and  wondering  what  she  had  selected 
to  learn,  and  why  she  hesitated. 

" '  The  night  was  dark,  — 
The  moon  concealed, — 
Behind  a  bank,  — 
Of, of, A  hem ! 

**  ^  Behind  a  bank,'—  Well,  I  was  sure 
I  could  remember  it,  but  I  can't,"  con- 
cluded Arabella,  and  she  returned  to  her 
seat,  much  annoyed  that  she  had  forgotten 
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every  word  of  the  verses  which  she  had 
worked  very  hard  to  learn. 

Flossie  came  next,  and  her  winning  way 
of  speaking  '^  The  Awakening  of  the  Flow- 
ers "  charmed  every  one  who  listened.  It 
did  not  charm  Patricia,  it  is  true,  but  then, 
Patricia  had  not  listened. 

She  was  never  interested  in  what  others 
were  doing;  she  wished,  at  all  times,  to  be 
the  principal  performer,  and  thus  have 
others  listening  to  her. 

Arabella  had  much  the  same  disposition, 
but  she  was  very  fond  of  Patricia,  and  she 
thought  it  would  be  fine  if  Patricia  could 
outdo,  could  surpass,  all  the  others. 

**  Could  Patricia  sing  for  us? "  she 
asked;  ^^  she  knows  a  song  that  a  lady 
sung  at  a  fine  concert,  and  she  sings  it 
exactly  as  the  lady  did." 

^*  Will  you  sing  for  us,  Patricia?    We 
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should  be  very  glad  to  hear  you,"  Aunt 
Charlotte  said  kindly,  but  later  she  wished 
that  she  had  made  anything  an  excuse  for 
not  inviting  Patricia  to  perform. 

Patricia  was  not  at  all  shy,  indeed  she 
was  greatly  delighted  that  here  was  a 
chance  to  show  what  she  could  do. 

Her  frock  of  bright  red  silk  allowed  just 
an  edge  of  her  lace  ruffled  petticoat  to  be 
seen,  and  her  very  high-heeled  shoes  made 
it  impossible  for  her  to  walk  with  a  natural 
gait. 

She  was  always  dressed  in  a  manner  far 
too  showy  for  a  little  girl,  and  the  frock 
which  she  had  chosen  to  wear  on  her  visit 
to  the  private  school  was  only  a  trifle  more 
gaudy  than  those  w^hich  she  usually  wore. 

She  waited  for  no  urging,  but  pranced 
across  the  room,  turned,  and  made  a  very 
low  bow  to  her  little  audience,  smiled  in- 
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dulgently,  and  then  sang  a  sentimental, 
popular  song,  in  a  close  imitation  of  the 
manner  of  a  cheap  concert  singer  whom 
she  had  heard. 

The  woman  had  sung  with  a  quavering 
tremolo  that  Patricia  had  thought  grandy 
and  she  had  copied  the  woman's  manner, 
adding  a  few  extra  trills  and  quavers,  at 
the  same  time  shaking  her  little  body  as  if 
she  wished  those  who  listened  to  think  that 
she  was  simply  bursting  with  melody. 

Rolling  her  eyes  toward  the  ceiling,  Pa- 
tricia warbled,  with  many  attempted  rip- 
ples and  trills  this  droUy,  pathetic  verse: 

«*  The  wind  sighs  through  the  willow  tree, 
My  thoughts,  dear  love,  are  all  of  thee ; 
I  sit  and  dream  beneath  the  vine, 
Believe  me,  love,  I  pine,  1  pine." 

This  is  the  way  it  sounded  as  Patricia 
sang  it: 
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"  The  wind  si-i-ighs  through  the  willow  tree-ee, 
My  thoughts,  de-ear  love,  are  a-all  of  thee-ee ; 
I  sit  and  dream  beneath  the  vi-i-ine, 
Believe  me,  love,  T  pine,  I  pi-i-i-tnc  /  " 

The  last  note  was  a  positive  shriek,  and 
Patricia,  thinking  that  she  must  have  made 
a  great  impression,  swept  a  very  low  curt- 
sey, and  tiptoed  back  to  her  seat  swinging 
her  skirts  that  she  might  be  sure  that  her 
lace  ruffles  were  showing. 

It  was  much  to  their  credit  that  not 
one  of  the  girls  laughed,  but  Reginald 
thought  it  Just  the  funniest  song  that  he 
had  ever  heard,  and  he  laughed  aloud. 

Aunt  Charlotte  spoke  to  him,  but  Regi- 
nald was  filled  with  the  wild  desire  to 
laugh,  and  he  could  not  stop. 

He  remained  after  school,  and  listened 
to  all  that  Aunt  Charlotte  said,  but  his 
reply  was  not  wholly  satisfactory. 

**  I^m   sorry  I   couldn't  help  laughing, 
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but  I  coiddnH,  and,  anyway,  Patricia  was 
funny,"  he  said.  *^  She's  always  funny 
enough,  but  this  time  she  was  just  worse 
than  ever.    I  just  couldn't  help  laughing." 


CHAPTER   m 

OFF  TO  THE   COUNTRY 

/^NLY  Eeginald  had  laughed  at  Patri- 
^^  cia's  solo,  but  her  girl  friends  had 
thought  her  attempt  at  singing  quite  as 
absurd,  and  while  they  had  not  laughed  at 
the  time,  they  had  talked  enough  about  it 
afterward. 

Patricia  had  learned  that  her  habit  of 
bragging  did  not  interest  Dorothy  or 
Nancy,  and  indeed  the  others  often  seemed 
bored. 

It  was  strange  that  Arabella,  who  never 
cared  for  any  one,  had  taken  such  a  fancy 
to  Patricia. 

Perhaps    Jeanette    guessed    the    truth 
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when  she  said  that  the  only  reason  that 
Arabella  liked  Patricia  was  because  no  one 
else  could  like  her. 

''  I  guess  that's  so/'  Nina  had  agreed, 
**  for  Arabella  is  always  contrary." 

''  And  rude,"  said  Jeanette. 

Although  it  was  not  yet  June,  Aunt 
Charlotte  decided  to  close  the  little  private 
school,  and  thus  give  her  pupils  a  fine  va- 
cation. 

Katie  and  Eeginald  were  going  to  spend 
the  summer  months  in  travel,  the  families 
of  both  being  quite  large  enough  to  make 
a  merry  pleasure-party. 

Nina  and  Jeanette  Earl  were  to  visit 
their  favorite  cousins  who  had  often  vis- 
ited them;  Flossie  Barnet,  her  papa  and 
mamma,  with  her  dear  Uncle  Harry,  his 
lovely  young  wife,  and  their  baby  daughter 
were  going  to  the  shore,  and  MoUie  Mer- 
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ton  felt  that  she  might  expect  a  very  dull 
summer. 

She  had  believed  that  the  Daintys  would 
remain  at  the  beautiful  stone  house,  and 
if  they  did,  then,  of  course,  Nancy,  with 
Aunt  Charlotte  Grayson,  would  stay  at  the 
pretty  stone  cottage. 

It  now  looked  as  if  Dorothy  and  Nancy 
might  have  the  most  delightful  summer  of 
all,  for  Mollie  had  heard  that  they  had 
decided  to  go  to  a  beautiful  summer  resort, 
where  the  country  and  shore  might  be 
enjoyed  at  the  same  place. 

*'  Are  you  really  going?  "  she  asked,  one 
morning. 

'*  We  go  next  week,*'  Dorothy  said, 
*'  and  I  wish  you  were  to  be  there  with  us, 
Mollie." 

**  I  wish  so,  too,''  Mollie  replied,  "  and  I 
suppose  I  ought  not  to  say  it.    The  reason 
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we  stay  at  home  this  summer  is  because 
mamma's  brother  is  coming  from  Europe, 
and  she  wishes  to  be  here  to  see  him,  and 
he  is  to  stay  with  us  until  he  goes  back  in 
October." 

**  Oh,  that  is  your  uncle  that  my  papa 
was  speaking  about.  He  said  this  morning 
that  your  Uncle  Josephus  knows  just  al- 
most all  there  is  to  know,  and  isn't  he  the 
one  that  has  been  made  a  professor  in  a 
fine  school  somewhere  in  Europe?  " 

**  That's  just  i^,"  declared  Mollie,  **  and 
while  mamma  thinks  it  will  be  a  treat  to 
have  him  with  us  all  summer,  I'm  half 
afraid  to  meet  him.  If  he  knows  almost 
everything,  he'll  surely  think  a  little  girl 
like  me  isn't  any  one  at  all." 

^'  Oh,  he  will  like  you,  Mollie,  because 
every  one  does,"  Dorothy  said,  but  Mollie 
doubted. 
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It  seemed  impossible,  she  thought,  that 
a  very  wise  and  learned  man  should  be  at 
all  interested  in  a  little  girl. 

**  We  shall  go  next  week,"  Dorothy  had 
said,  and  the  days  before  the  one  on  which 
they  were  to  start  had  passed  like  a  dream. 

Now  the  longed-for  day  had  arrived,  and 
the  excitement  of  seeing  their  trunks 
packed  and  hurried  off  was  as  nothing 
compared  to  the  delight  of  finding  them- 
selves in  the  cars,  and  the  houses  and  trees 
of  Merrivale  disappearing  as  the  train 
rushed  along. 

How  they  laughed  as  they  tried  to  count 
the  number  of  windows  in  a  house  before 
it  was  out  of  sight! 

*'  Nine!  "  cried  Dorothy. 

**  Ten! "  said  Nancy,  and  again  they 
laughed,  for  who  could  say  which  was 
right? 
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'*  We  can't  ride  back  to  count  again/' 
Dorothy  said. 

''  And  we  don't  wish  to,"  chirped  Nancy, 
"  but  there  are  sheep  in  that  field!  Quick! 
Count  them!  " 

**  One,  two,  three,  four,  five—  Why, 
they're  moving,  and  we'll  have  to  begin 
again,"  laughed  Dorothy,  but  just  then 
the  brakeman  opened  the  door,  and 
shouted  the  name  of  a  station. 

**  What  did  he  say?  "  asked  Dorothy. 

^'  I  don't  know,"  said  Nancy,  ''  but  it 
sounded  like  '  Red-hair.'  " 

**  That  couldn't  be  the  name  of  that 
place,"  said  Dorothy. 

"Well,  it  sounded  like,  *  Red-hair,'" 
persisted  Nancy,  "  and  look  at  that  boy 
that  got  on  when  we  stopped  there!  " 

Dorothy  looked,  and  stifled  a  laugh. 

A  boy  carrying  a  huge  market  basket 
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was  coming  down  the  aisle.  He  wore 
bright  blue  overalls,  and  from  beneath  his 
cap  blazed  the  reddest  curls  that  ever 
crowned  a  head. 

'^  What  was  the  name  of  that  last  sta- 
tion? "  questioned  Nancy. 

Aunt  Charlotte  looked  at  the  time  table. 

**  Redfair,"  she  said,  smiling  at  the 
eager  little  face. 

'*  We  thought  it  was  *  Eed-hair,'  and 
just  when  the  brakeman  was  shouting,  that 
big  boy  with  those  red  curls  got  in." 

"  And  you  must  have  wondered  if  the 
town  were  named  for  him,"  said  Aunt 
Charlotte. 

Mrs.  Dainty  felt  that  the  ride  was  be- 
ginning to  seem  long,  and  Dorothy  was 
tired  of  watching  the  flying  scenery. 
Nancy  lay  back  against  the  red  cushion, 
and  each  was  wondering  how  long  it  would 
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be  before  they  might  leave  the  ear,  which 
was  becoming  very  hot,  when  again 
the  frowzy  brakeman  thrust  his  head 
inside  the  door.  What  lungs  he  pos- 
sessed! 

^^  Change  cars  for  Cliftonboro! ''  he 
shouted,  "  this  train  express  for  River- 
dale." 

^^  We  change  here,"  Mrs.  Dainty  said 
to  her  maid,  who  promptly  took  the  bag 
and  suit-case. 

**  I  thought  this  was  the  place  where  we 
were  to  stay,"  said  Dorothy. 

*'  Eiverton  is  our  station,"  Mrs.  Dainty 
said,  ^*  and  we  have  quite  a  ride  in  the 
other  train  before  we  arrive." 

Even  a  change  of  cars  was  better  than 
continuing  in  the  one  which  had  become 
very  hot  and  close.  Again  they  sped  on 
their  way,  and  when,  at  last  they  stopped 
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at  Eiverton,  they  were  truly  glad  to  step 
out  on  the  platform. 

The  ride  to  the  Hotel  Eiverton  was  de- 
lightful. The  carriage  with  its  canopy  top 
permitted  them  to  enjoy  the  view  as  they 
bowled  along  the  wide,  shady  roads. 

There  were  broad,  sunny  fields  with  cat- 
tle grazing,  and  twice  on  the  way  they 
caught  just  a  glimpse  of  the  sea,  and  oh, 
how  blue  the  sun-kissed  waves  appeared! 

When  they  reached  the  hotel,  the  great 
piazza  was  filled  with  gaily  dressed  people, 
while  from  within  sounded  the  soft  music 
of  harp  and  violins. 

They  were  too  tired  for  gaiety,  however, 
and  were  glad  to  rest  quietly  in  their 
rooms,  and  from  the  windows  the  view 
seemed  far  more  beautiful  than  that  which 
they  had  admired  on  their  way  from  the 
station. 
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The  first  week  at  Riverton  had  flown 
like  magic.  Every  bit  of  country  near  the 
hotel  had  been  explored,  and  just  when 
Nancy  had  declared  that  Riverton  was  the 
loveliest  spot  which  they  could  have 
chosen,  and  that  they  had  seen  everything 
that  there  was  to  be  seen,  Dorothy  had 
found  something  that  delighted  her. 

She  had  made  the  acquaintance  of  a 
quaint  little  country  girl,  the  little  daugh- 
ter of  a  well-to-do  farmer. 

She  had  seen  Dorothy  and  Nancy  dri- 
ving over  the  road  that  passed  her  home, 
and  she  had  been  charmed  with  Dorothy's 
bright  face,  and  sunny,  curling  hair. 

**  She  looks  like  the  fairy  queen  in  my 
book  that  tells  about  Elfin-land,"  thought 
the  little  girl. 

A  few  days  later  she  smiled  up  at  Doro- 
thy as  she  rode  along,  and  when  a  tiny, 
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lace-trimmed  handkerchief  fell  from  the 
carriage,  she  picked  it  up,  and  later  took 
it  to  the  hotel. 

When  she  reached  the  great  piazza,  she 
stood  abashed.  In  her  hand  she  tightly- 
held  the  handkerchief,  but  whom  should 
she  ask  for?  She  did  not  know  the  name 
of  the  lovely  little  girl  whom  she  sought. 

**  Hello,  little  girl,''  some  one  said,  ''  did 
you  come  to  do  an  errand?  " 

Marie  blushed,  and  hesitated. 

**  I  want  to  find  the  little  girl  that  looks 
just  like  a  fairy,"  she  said. 

It  had  taken  courage  to  answer,  and  she 
blushed,  and  twisted  a  fold  of  her  skirt. 

"  I  wonder  which  child  she  means?  '* 
questioned  a  showy  matron,  at  the  same 
time  peeping  through  her  jewelled  lor- 
gnette as  if  the  little  country  girl  were  a 
bug  that  should  be  examined. 
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Just  at  that  moment  Dorothy  ran  down 
the  hall,  and  out  on  to  the  piazza. 

*^  Oh,  there^s  the  fairy  girl!  ''  cried  the 
child,  as  she  ran  toward  Dorothy. 

The  matron's  sharp  eyes  had  made  her 
feel  abashed,  but  who  could  fear  Dorothy  1 

The  little  country  maid  thrust  the  hand- 
kerchief into  Dorothy's  hand,  and  looked 
up  admiringly. 

*'  It's  yours,"  she  said.  '*  I  see  you  drop 
it  when  you  was  ridin'." 

**  Oh,  you  were  kind  to  bring  it!  "  Doro- 
thy said,  ''  and  I  am  glad  to  have  it  again. 
It  came  from  Paris,  and  I  thought  I'd  lost 
it." 

The  child  seemed  not  to  notice  what 
Dorothy  said. 

**  You  look  just  like  a  fairy,  but  you  are 
a  truly  girl?  "  she  said,  as  if  in  question. 

"I'm  just  a  truly  girl,"  laughed  Doro- 
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thy.  ^'  It's  you  that  are  the  fairy,  to  have 
found  my  lost  handkerchief.'' 

**  Oh,  I  didn't  really  find  it;  I  saw  you 
drop  it,  but  I  couldn't  run  fast  enough  to 
hand  it  to  you,  and  you  haven't  rode  past 
our  farm  since,"  said  the  little  girl. 

**  Where  is  the  farm?  "  Dorothy  asked. 

**  'Eound  the  corner,  and  up  that  road; 
it's  Francois  Le  Bon's  farm,  and  I'm  his 
little  Marie,"  she  said  simply. 

**  Oh,  that's  the  big  farm  where  every- 
thing is  so  finely  kept,  and  where  I  saw 
ever  so  many  white  ducks,"  Dorothy  said. 
**  You  are  Marie  Le  Bon,  and  I  am  Doro- 
thy Dainty,  and  now  we  are  just  a  little 
acquainted.  May  I  come  some  day  and 
see  the  ducks?  " 

'*  I  wish  you  would,"  Marie  said  so 
eagerly  that  Dorothy  promised  to  come 
the  next  day,  and  the  farmer's  little  daugh- 
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ter  ran  home  in  great  glee  to  tell  of  her 
lovely  friend  who  would  call  upon  her,  and 
see  the  beauties  of  the  farm. 

Mrs.  Dainty  made  some  inquiries,  and 
upon  learning  that  Le  Bon  and  his  wife 
were  very  honest,  kindly  people,  she  was 
quite  willing  that  Dorothy  should  make  the 
promised  call. 

Marie  was  sitting  upon  the  low,  stone 
wall,  watching  for  Dorothy,  and  when  she 
saw  her  coming,  ran  forward  to  greet  her. 

*'  You've  come,  Dorothy! "  she  cried, 
"and  you,  too,—  "  she  glanced  shyly  al 
Nancy.  ^'  What  is  your  name?  '^  she 
asked. 

"  This  is  Nancy  Ferris,  my  very  best 
friend,"  Dorothy  said,  and  then  the  three 
little  girls  ran  in  at  the  gateway,  and 
Marie  began  to  show  them  all  the  interest- 
ing things  that  she  could  think  of. 
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Everything  pleased  Dorothy.  It  was  the 
first  bit  of  farm  life  that  she  had  ever  seen, 
and  she  could  not  tell  which  most  delighted 
her,  the  old  yellow  hen's  brood  of  fluffy 
chickens,  or  the  white  ducks  that  waddled 
down  to  the  little  pond  for  a  swim. 

Marie  knew  the  name  of  every  plant  or 
vegetable,  and  the  trimly  kept  beds  were 
well  w^orth  looking  at. 

They  were  admiring  a  fresh,  green  patch 
of  lettuce,  when,  looking  up,  Dorothy  saw 
a  quaint  little  building,  and  she  ran  toward 
it,  calling  to  Nancy  to  follow. 

Nancy  and  Marie  were  bending  over  a 
flower  bed,  and  did  not  notice  what  she  said. 

She  hastened  toward  it,  and  peeped  in. 

*^It's  a  well!  A  queer  old  well! ''  she 
cried. 

How  strange  it  seemed  as  she  leaned 
over  the  edge,  and  looked  down,  down  into 
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the  cool,  dark  shadows,  and  saw  the  water 
reflecting  her  own  pretty  head! 

To  be  sure  it  was  too  far  down  to  see  an 
image  of  her  bright  curls,  or  her  merry 
blue  eyes,  but  she  knew  it  was  her  own 
reflection,  because  when  she  nodded,  or 
moved  her  head  from  side  to  side,  the 
shadow  head  moved,  too.  How  cool  and 
deep  it  looked! 

Dorothy's  summers  had  been  spent  at 
home  at  the  beautiful  stone  house,  or  at 
the  shore  and  at  fine  hotels.  Faucets  in 
the  house,  and  a  great  fountain  in  the  gar- 
den supplied  their  water,  so  that  only  in 
pictures  had  she  seen  a  well. 

It  happened  that  this  one  was  especially 
picturesque,  and  Nancy  admired  it  quite 
as  much  as  Dorothy  did. 

There  were  yet  other  things  to  be  seen, 
and  Marie  was  a  very  happy  little  hostess, 
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when  she  saw  how  her  new  friends  were 
enjoying  themselves. 

And  when  they  had  visited  the  rabbits, 
and  had  seen  the  calf,  the  sheep  and  the 
lambs,  there  still  remained  the  summer- 
house,  where  they  could  sit  and  rest. 

Marie's  eyes  twinkled  as  she  pointed  to 
the  tiny  vine-covered  house. 

**  We'll  rest,  and  get  cool  in  the  arbor,'' 
she  said,  ''  and  there's  something  there  to 
see." 

She  laughed  as  she  spoke,  and  the  three 
ran  along  the  path  to  the  arbor,  and  en- 
tered the  summer-house. 

Mrs.  Le  Bon  had  arrived  there  first, 
however,  and  she  greeted  Marie's  fine  little 
guests  very  cordially,  while  she  urged 
them  to  enjoy  the  dainty  lunch  which  she 
had  prepared. 

There    were    tiny    biscuits,    saucers    of 
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luscious  strawberries,  and  a  huge  pitcher 
of  rich  cream.  In  the  centre  of  the  little 
table  stood  a  jar  of  fresh  blush  roses,  and 
near  it  a  plate  of  tempting  little  cakes. 

It  was  a  simple  lunch,  but  so  prettily 
served  that  it  proved  to  be  quite  as  tempt- 
ing as  those  which  the  hotel  offered.  The 
soft  breeze  laden  with  the  scent  of  honey- 
suckle blev/  in  through  the  wide  openings 
of  the  summer  house,  and  a  yellow  butter- 
fly paused  in  his  flight  to  light  upon  a  wide 
open  rose  which  stood  up  primly  in  the 
centre  of  the  vase. 

How  merrily  the  three  children  laughed 
and  chattered  as  they  enjoyed  the  good 
things ! 

**  This  is  one  of  the  nicest  times  IVe 
had  since  we  came  to  Riverton,"  Dorothy 
said,  *'  and  you  must  come  up  to  lunch 
with  Nancy  and  me.'' 
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''  I'd  love  to,"  Marie  said,  ''  but  I'd  be 
afraid  to  lunch  at  tbe  big  hotel  where 
there's  so  many  people." 

^'  Well,  perhaps  you'll  ride  with  us  some 
day,  if  we  call  for  you,"  said  Dorothy,  and 
Nancy  added,  '^  I  wish  you  would." 

Marie  blushed  with  pleasure,  but  she  did 
not  agree  even  to  ride  with  her  new 
friends.  It  would  be  like  a  fairyland,  but 
would  she  dare? 

At  her  own  home  she  felt  at  ease  with 
her  guests,  and  even  the  fact  that  their 
garments  were  finer  than  her  own  did  not 
disturb  her,  but  she  was  very  shy  of 
strangers,  and  she  w^as  not  sure  that  she 
quite  dared  to  meet  Mrs.  Dainty,  or  to  ride 
in  the  beautiful  carriage  which  she  had  so 
admired. 

She  urged  them  to  come  often  to  the 
farm,  however,  and  when  they  went  back 
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to  the  hotel,  she  watched  them  until  they 
were  out  of  sight. 

Often  they  turned  to  wave  their  hands 
to  her,  and  eagerly  she  waved  hers  in  re- 
ply. 

She  saw  them  disappear  around  a  bend 

of  the  road,  and  she  stood  a  moment 
longer,  as  if  thinking  that  by  chance  they 
might  come  back,  then  she  ran  up  the  path 
to  the  house. 

She  had  urged  them  to  come  again,  and 
already  she  was  wondering  how  soon  she 
would  see  them. 

Dorothy  and  Nancy  had  enjoyed  the 
visit,  and  they  had  much  to  tell  Mrs. 
Dainty  and  Aunt  Charlotte  of  all  that  they 
had  seen,  but  the  quaint,  picturesque  old 
well  had  delighted  Dorothy,  and  she  ea- 
gerly described  its  beauty. 

**  It  was  just  such  a  well  as  I  have  seen 
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in  pictures,"  she  said,  ^*  only  I'd  no  idea 
how  very  deep  it  would  look  if  I  peeped 
down  into  it,  and  truly, ^^  she  continued, 
*'  it  looked  just  miles  down  there!  " 

^*  And  Dorothy  looked  lovely  when  she 
stood  peeping  down  into  it,''  said  Nancy, 
who  always  admired  Dorothy  whatever  she 
might  be  doing. 


CHAPTER  IV 

A  NEW   ARRIVAL 

I^TEW  guests  were  constantly  arriving 
•^^     at  the  hotel. 

Dorothy  and  Nancy  had  become  so  used 
to  seeing  the  barge  appear  from  the  station 
with  several  passengers  and  their  numer- 
ous trunks  and  bags,  that  they  seldom  no- 
ticed the  new  comers,  or  wondered  who 
they  might  be. 

One  morning  they  were  sitting  together 
in  a  large  rocking-chair  on  the  piazza,  try- 
ing to  decide  how  to  spend  the  forenoon. 

The  stage  rumbled  up  to  the  hotel  and 
a  handsome  young  woman  and  a  little  girl 
sprang  out. 

63 
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WMle  the  young  lady  was  giving  some 
directions  as  to  the  disposal  of  her  bag 
and  suit-case,  the  little  girl  looked  about 
her.  Then  she  gave  a  joyous  cry  and  flew 
across  the  piazza. 

'*  Oh,  Dorothy!  Nancy!  What  fun  to 
find  you  here!  "  she  cried. 

**  And  what  fun  to  see  you.  Vera,''  said 
Dorothy  and  Nancy  in  a  breath,  and  the 
three  sat  down  together,  and  commenced 
at  once  to  talk  of  the  fine  times  that  they 
would  have  during  the  long  summer  days. 

**  And  who  is  here  with  you  and 
Nancy?  "  asked  Vera. 

**  Mamma  and  Aunt  Charlotte,"  said 
Dorothy. 

Vera's  face  clouded  a  bit. 

'*  Does  Aunt  Charlotte  make  you  have 
lessons  in  vacation?  "  she  asked. 

"  No,    indeed!  "    laughed    Nancy,    *'  we 
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shall  not  even  peep  into  a  school-book 
until  October." 

*'  Oh,  then  I'll  like  to  see  her  again,  for 
she  is  always  kind/'  said  Vera,  ^*  but  I  just 
hate  lessons  at  any  time,  and  I  thought 
that  in  vacation  they'd  make  me  want  to 
run  home,  instead  of  staying  here.  I  didn't 
know  but  she'd  ask  me  some  questions, 
just  to  see  if  I  remembered  anything  I'd 
learned  this  winter.  I  know  I  don't,  so 
I  don't  want  to  be  questioned." 

It  was  the  same  thoughtless  Vera  that 
she  had  ever  been. 

**  This  is  Dorothy  Dainty,  Aunt  Irma, 
and  this  is  Nancy  Ferris,  her  very  nicest 
friend,  next  to  me,"  said  Vera,  then  in  ex- 
planation she  added,  ^'  Aunt  Irma's  other 
name  is  Vane,  same  as  mine  is." 

The  young  lady  greeted  Vera's  friends 
gaily,  and  they  thought  her  very  charming. 
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She  was  a  tall,  handsome  girl,  with  fine 
eyes  and  brilliant  coloring.  Her  graceful 
figure  showed  to  great  advantage  in  the 
elegant  costume  that  she  wore,  and  her 
plumed  hat  made  the  crowning  touch,  its 
soft  color  being  very  becoming.  She  was 
a  girl  who  loved  admiration,  and  who  won 
it  wherever  she  went. 

She  was  fond  of  her  little  niece.  Vera, 
and  had  thought  it  great  fun  to  be  her 
chaperon  for  a  few  weeks,  until  Mrs. 
Vane  could  join  them  at  the  Hotel  River- 
ton. 

It  would  be  almost  a  joke,  she  thought, 
because  surely  Vera  was  quite  large  enough 
to  take  care  of  herself.  To  be  sure  Mrs. 
Vane  had  said: 

**  Now,  Irma,  do  have  a  care  over  Vera. 
She  is  so  apt  to  be  thoughtless." 

Miss   Irma  talked   with  Vera   and  her 
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friends  for  a  few  moments,  and  then  ran 
off  to  learn  if  her  trunks  had  arrived,  and 
to  change  her  travelling  dress  for  some- 
thing cooler. 

When  Mrs.  Dainty  came  out  on  the  pi- 
azza she  was  surprised  to  see  Vera  with 
Dorothy  and  Nancy.  She  enquired  for 
Mrs.  Vane,  and  when  Vera  announced  that 
her  mamma  was  coming  later,  but  that 
Aunt  Irma,  her  papa's  sister,  was  with  her, 
she  supposed,  of  course,  that  Vera's  aunt 
was  quite  a  dignified  person,  and  even 
wondered  if  she  might  not  be  as  gentle  and 
calm  as  Aunt  Charlotte. 

Imagine  her  surprise  when  a  charming 
figure  in  rose-colored  muslin  joined  Vera, 
and  suggested  that  she  might  run  up  to 
her  room,  and  freshen  her  own  costume  a 
bit. 

Vera  did  not  stir. 
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Come,  Vera,"  she  urged,  ''  you  are 
wearing  the  same  things  that  you  wore  on 
the  train,  and  you  look  dusty.  Do  go  and 
make  yourself  look  a  little  nicer." 

**  Oh,  pretty  soon,  but  not  now,"  said 
Vera,  and  just  at  that  moment  a  tall,  dig- 
nified-looking man  who  had  been  watching 
the  group,  came  forward,  and  bending  low, 
addressed  Irma. 

"  Pardon  me,  but  I  am  sure  that  this  is 
Miss  Vane,  my  friend  Robert  Vane's  sis- 
ter," he  said. 

Irma  looked  up  in  pleased  surprise. 
'  **  Why,  Captain  Atherton,  I  did  not 
dream  of  seeing  you  here!  "  she  said,  and 
after  a  few  moments'  chat,  she  walked 
away  to  the  other  side  of  the  piazza  with 
him  to  see  the  view  which  he  said  was  finer 
there. 

Mrs.  Dainty  was  talking  with  friends 
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who  had  just  come  out  upon  the  piazza, 
and  Vera  looked  after  her  young  aunt  and 
her  cavalier. 

*^  Now,  that's  just  the  fun  of  having 
Aimt  Irma  with  me;  somebody  is  always 
wanting  to  talk  to  her,  so  most  of  the  time 
I  can  do  as  I  choose. 

*^  When  Mamma  comes  I'll  have  to  do  as 
she  says,  because  shell  see  that  I  do  do  as 
she  tells  me  to,  but  Aimt  Irma  is  different. 
She  tells  me  what  to  do,  and  what  not  to, 
but  somebody  is  always  getting  her  to  talk, 
or  go  off  for  a  walk,  or  something,  and  by 
the  time  she  returns,  she  has  forgotten 
what  she  told  me." 

It  seemed  to  Mrs.  Dainty  that  the  lovely 
Miss  Irma  was  anj^hing  but  a  wise  chap- 
eron for  heedless,  fun-loving  Vera,  but 
Vera  was  sure  that  no  better  one  could 
have  been  chosen. 
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The  cMldren  thought  her  delightful,  but 
so  did  everyone  else,  and  her  time  was  so 
fully  occupied  in  pleasing  everybody  that 
Vera  was  given  but  a  very  small  share. 

**  Now,  the  first  thing  I  want  to  know  is, 
how  far  is  the  beach  from  here?  ''  asked 
Vera. 

*^  It's  nearly  a  half-mile,"  said  Dorothy, 
**  and  I  don't  know  how  far  a  half-mile 
seems  if  you  walk,  but  it  isn't  much  when 
you're  riding." 

**  What  makes  you  think  it  is  a  half- 
mile?"  questioned  Vera,  adding,  '^  1  just 
hope  it  isn't  a  mile.^^ 

'*  Oh,  it  can't  be,"  said  Nancy,  *'  because 
when  we  ride  there,  it's  only  a  few  min- 
utes from  the  hotel." 

**  It  oughtn't  to  take  very  long  to  walk, 
then,"  said  Vera,  ''  and  the  next  time 
somebody  wants  Aunt  Irma  to  go  off  to 
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look  at  some  old  view,  111  run  away  to  the 
beach." 

**  Perhaps  she'd  like  to  go  with  us," 
ventured  Dorothy,  but  Vera  did  not  agree. 

'^  I  love  her,  and  I  like  to  be  here  with 
her,  but  quite  often  when  I  want  to  do 
things  she  says,  '  You  mtistnH,  dear,'  and 
that  makes  me  want  to  more,  so  I  guess 
we'll  go  sometime  when  her  maid  is  dress- 
ing her  hair,  or  when  some  gentleman 
thinks  he  ought  to  show  her  a  ^  view.'  I 
don't  understand  why  they  think  they 
have  to.  Aunt  Irma  has  very  bright  eyes, 
and  could  see  it  without  any  help.  I'll 
tell  you  something  else  that's  real  funny, 
too.  When  she  has  seen  the  same  old  view 
over  and  over  again,  somebody  is  sure  to 
say: 

'*  *  Miss  Irma,  come  and  see  this  lovely 
view,'  and  she  looks  just  as  if  she'd  never 


72  DOROTHY  IN   THE  COUNTRY 

seen  it  before.  I  don't  see  how  she  can 
always  look  so  delighted  and  surprised. 
Oh,  here  she  comes,  and  I  s'pose  I'll  have 
to  go  and  change  my  dress.  I'll  go  before 
she  tells  me  to,"  and  away  she  flew,  laugh- 
iQg  merrily,  as  she  ran  down  the  hall,  and 
up  the  stairs. 

During  the  first  days  at  Riverton,  Vera 
was  very  happy,  and  thought  herself  for- 
tunate in  having  such  delightful  play- 
mates. 

She  loved  Dorothy  and  Nancy,  and  the 
three  little  friends  spent  the  long,  sunny 
days  in  playing  games,  listening  to  charm- 
ing fairy  tales  that  Aunt  Irma  told,  riding 
along  the  beautiful  country  roads,  or  ba- 
thing at  the  shore  on  days  when  the  water 
was  warm. 

There  were  fine  concerts  at  the  great 
hotel,  and  one  would  say  that  any  child 
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would  be  contented  in  such  a  charming 
spot,  especially  if,  like  Vera,  she  were  sur- 
rounded by  delightful  friends.  ./ 

But  Vera  was  restless.  Wherever  she 
was,  she  was  constantly  longing  for  some- 
thing new. 

One  sunny  morning  she  sat  on  the  pi- 
azza, waiting  for  Dorothy  and  Nancy.  She 
could  not  sit  still.  Her  mind  was  full  of 
a  plan  for  the  forenoon  that  she  believed 
would  prove  delightful. 

**  I  guess  I  won't  tell  them  just  what  I 
mean  to  do,"  she  whispered,  then  laughing 
softly  she  added,  '^  but  I'll  make  them  go 
to  the  beach  with  me,  see  'f  I  don't!  " 

She  seemed  to  be  addressing  the  ham- 
mock that  swung  to  and  fro  in  the  breeze, 
and  there  was  no  one  in  the  hammock  to 
answer  her,  or  join  in  her  rippling  laugh- 
ter. 
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She  was  quite  demure  when  Dorothy 
and  Nancy  appeared  in  the  doorway,  and 
no  one  could  have  dreamed  that  her  flighty 
little  brain  was  bent  on  mischief. 

**  It's  going  to  be  warm  to-day,"  said 
Nancy,  pointing  to  the  sunlight  that  shone 
dazzlingly  bright  on  the  gravel  walk. 

'^  Too  warm  for  romping,"  said  Dorothy. 

**  Not  the  least  bit  too  warm  for  a  little 
walk,"  said  Vera,  pinching  herself  to  keep 
from  laughing,  '^  and  you  don't  have  to 
wait  to  ask  your  mamma,  because  we 
neednH  be  gone  long." 

Vera  was  careful  not  to  say  that  they 
would  not  be  long  away,  and  Dorothy, 
thinking  that  they  were  to  walk  along  the 
lovely  roads  and  avenues  that  bounded  the 
grounds  of  the  hotel,  clasped  Vera's  out- 
stretched hand,  and  slipped  her  other  hand 
through  Nancy's  arm. 
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Gaily  they  walked  along,  talking  and 
laughing,  enjoying  the  sunlight  and  the 
breeze.  Not  a  thought  had  they  as  to  where 
they  were  going  I 

At  first  they  skipped  along  the  drive- 
way, then  out  upon  the  road.  Vera  talking 
very  fast  indeed,  so  that  she  might  hold 
the  attention  of  the  others. 

If  only  they  wouldn't  notice  just  where 
she  was  leading  them! 

Vera  had  no  idea  of  distance,  and  sel- 
dom remembered  in  what  direction  to 
travel,  to  visit  again  a  place  that  she  had 
once  seen. 

She  had  started  out  with  the  determina- 
tion to  visit  the  beach  without  any  older 
person  to  tell  her  what  she  might  and 
might  not  do.  With  Dorothy  and  Nancy 
she  would  have  a  fine  time,  and  if  Aimt 
Irma  or  Mrs.  Dainty  had  anything  to  say 
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when  they  returned,— well,  they  could  not 
spoil  the  fun  which  they  had  had. 

So  thought  Vera,  and  now  they  had  come 
to  a  bend  of  the  road,  and  she  wondered 
which  way  she  should  turn  to  reach  the 
beach. 

A  low  rustic  fence  bordered  the  edge  of 
a  bit  of  meadow  land,  and  Vera,  who  had 
been  running  along  ahead  of  her  friends, 
paused  to  lean  upon  the  top  rail. 

**  What  are  you  thinking  of,  Vera? '' 
asked  Nancy. 

Vera  stared  at  the  little  clump  of  trees 
that  stood  on  the  farther  end  of  the 
meadow,  and  she  did  not  at  once  reply. 
She  was  wondering  if  the  beach  could  pos- 
sibly be  just  beyond  those  trees,  but  she 
dared  not  ask.  If  they  knew  that  she  in- 
tended to  go  to  the  beach,  Dorothy  would 
certainly  turn  and  go  back  to  the  hotel. 
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Of  course,  she  could  laugh  at  Dorothy 
and  call  her  a  ''  'fraid  cat,"  but  she  did  not 
wish  to  do  that.  .  Then,  too,  if  Dorothy 
returned,  Nancy  would  surely  go  with  her, 
and  who  would  care  to  go  to  the  beach 
alone? 

**  I'm  wondering  what  there  is  to  be 
seen  over  behind  these  trees,  and,—  "  she 
paused  and  looked  at  the  girls  with  dan- 
cing eyes,  ^^  I'm  going  to  find  out!  " 

<<  Why,  we  oughtn't  to  go  'way  over 
there,"  said  Nancy. 

'*  Pooh!  That  isn't  far,  and  I  want  to 
go,  and  I'm  going.  I  shouldn't  think  you'd 
let  me  go  alone!  "  said  Vera,  as  she  com- 
menced to  climb  the  fence. 

'^  What  shall  we  do? "  said  Nancy. 
*'  You  know  we  are  not  to  go  far  from  the 
hotel,  and  do  you  think  this  is  very  far 
yet?  " 
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I  don't  know,"  Dorothy  said,  ''  for  we 
were  talking  so  fast  all  the  way  along  that 
I  didn't  notice.'' 

''  Here  goes!  "  called  Vera,  as  she 
jumped  down  on  the  other  side  of  the 
fence,  ^'aren't  you  coming  with  me?  I 
do  think  you  might." 

^'  I  wonder  if  we  ought  to,"  Dorothy 
said,  and  while  they  were  trying  to  decide. 
Vera  was  slowly  crossing  the  meadow. 

It  was  damp  in  the  rank,  green  grass, 
but  she  did  not  say  so. 

'*  If  they  don^t  come  they  won't  know 
it's  damp,  and  if  they  do  come  they'll  find 
it  out,  so  I  needn't  tell  them,"  said  Vera 
softly  to  herself. 

Turning  she  saw  the  two  girls  climbing 
the  fence,  and  she  was  delighted  to  think 
that  she  had  made  them  do  as  she  wished. 
I'm  glad  you've  come,"  she  said,  for 
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she  had  waited  for  them,  ^*  but  you  needn't 
have  come  if  you  didn't  want  to." 

**  I^m  not  sure,  but  I  don't  think  we 
ought  to  be  over  here  alone,''  said  Dorothy. 

^*  I  don't  call  it  ^  alone  '  when  there's 
three  of  us,"  said  Vera. 

**  You're  with  Nancy  and  me,  so  you're 
not  alone;  Nancy  is  with  you  and  me,  so 
she's  not  alone,  and  I'm  with  you  two  girls, 
so  I  surely  have  company,"  and  they  could 
not  help  laughing  at  Vera's  argument. 


CHAPTER  V 

THE   OLD   MILL 

A  S  Vera  had  said,  there  was  little  rea- 
-^^  son  for  telling  Dorothy  that  the 
meadow  was  damp.  Her  shoes  soon  told 
her  that,  while  Nancy's  were  actually  wet. 

^'  This  is  as  wet  as  a  bog!  "  declared 
Nancy. 

''  Why,  no  it  isn't,"  said  Vera,  ''  for  if  it 
was  a  bog  there  would  be  frogs  here,  and 
you  don't  hear  any,  do  you?  " 

"  If  you  had  told  us  it  was  so  wet  we 
wouldn't  have  come,"  said  Dorothy. 

"That's  just  it,"  said  Vera,  "and  I 
didn't  want  to  be  'way  over  here  alone. 
It's  no  use  to  go  back,  now,"  she  contin- 
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ued,  as  she  saw  Dorothy  looking  over  her 
shoulder,  "  for  we're  more  than  half  way 
across  this  meadow,  and  when  we've  seen 
what  there  is  on  the  other  side  of  that  little 
grove,  and  are  ready  to  go  home,  we  can 
go  back  by  the  road.  It  will  not  be  wet,  and 
it's  pleasanter." 

That  somided  well,  and  Dorothy  did  not 
dream  but  that  Vera  knew  just  where  she 
was  going,  and  how  she  intended  to  retm*n. 

Vera  kept  steadily  on  ahead  of  her  play- 
mates, firmly  believing  that  beyond  that 
little  grove  she  would  see  the  beach  shi- 
ning in  the  sunlight,  the  blue  waves  dan- 
cing, and  the  great  breakers  rolling  in, 
their  foam-crests  tossed  upon  the  sand. 

To  be  sure,  one  would  hardly  expect  to 
find  the  ocean  quite  so  near  a  bit  of 
meadow  land,  but  Vera  never  stopped  to 
reason;  she  always  knew  what  she  wanted 
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to  see,  and  at  once  proceeded,  if  possible, 
to  see  it. 

Nancy  followed  Vera,  but  she  could  not 
overtake  her,  while  Dorothy  kept  as  close 
to  Nancy  as  possible. 

It  was  a  sunny  little  meadow,  but  Doro- 
thy feared  that  while  it  seemed  but  a  short 
time  since  they  had  started  out,  it  must  be 
that  they  were  some  distance  from  the 
hotel. 

**  I'm  sure  we  ought  not  to  have  come," 
she  said  to  Nancy,  ^'  but  we  didn't  know 
how  far  Vera  was  going." 

Nancy  turned  to  look  at  Dorothy. 

**  Shall  we  go  back?  "  she  asked. 

'*  We'll  be  horridly  rude  if  we  do,"  said 
Dorothy,  **  and  Vera  will  never  forgive 
us." 

Again  they  trudged  on,  stepping  care- 
fully to  avoid  places  that  were  not  only 
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damp,  but  actually  wet,  while  Vera  kept 
calling  to  them,  urging  them  to  hurry. 

''  I  don't  see  what  she  expects  to  find 
when  she  reaches  that  grove,  do  you?  " 
questioned  Nancy,  but  before  Dorothy  had 
time  to  reply,  a  shout  from  Vera  made 
them  look  that  way. 

She  stood  on  the  rising  land,  on  the  crest 
of  which  was  the  little  grove,  and  they 
hurried  toward  her. 

She  was  beckoning  to  them,  and  could 
not  keep  her  dancing  feet  still. 

*^  What  do  you  see?  "  called  Nancy,  and 
Vera's  answer  was  surprising. 

'*  It  isn't  what  I  see,  but  what  I'm  going 
to  see!  "  she  said. 

She  waited  for  them,  and  when  they 
stood  beside  her,  she  saw  that  Dorothy's 
face  was  a  bit  pale,  and  she  asked  her  if 
she  were  tired. 
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'^  Oh,  no,  not  tired,"  Dorothy  said,  "  but 
I  stepped  on  a  stone  that  rolled,  and 
twisted  my  ankle,  and  truly  I  can't  walk 
much  farther.  Vera." 

**  Well,  you  won't  have  to,"  said  Vera. 

**  Sit  down  on  this  stone,  and  rest  a 
minute,  and  when  we  have  walked  through 
the  grove,  and  you  see  the  beach,  you'U  be 
glad  I  made  you  come." 

**  The  beach!  "  cried  Dorothy,  ''  why, 
we're  nowhere  near  the  beach." 

"  How  do  you  know?  "  asked  Vera. 

^'  Why,  because,— because  I'm  almost 
sure  that  the  beach  is  over  that  way,"  said 
Dorothy,  pointing  toward  where  a  line  of 
something  blue  touched  the  sky.  For  a 
second  Vera  was  silent,  then  in  her  obsti- 
nate way  she  said: 

'*  All  the  same  you  will  see  the  beach 
when  you  get  through  that  grove.     That 
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may  be  the  water  Vay  over  there  where 
you  pointed,  but  perhaps  it  goes  all  the 
way  round  to  behind  these  trees.  Just 
wait  and  see!  " 

How  still  it  was!  Were  they  far  away 
from  the  hum  and  stir  of  the  summer  col- 
ony? Dorothy  had  never  been  allowed  to 
wander  off  without  a  maid  or,  if  riding, 
a  groom  to  care  for  her,  and  she  looked  up 
at  Nancy,  a  vague  fear  showing  in  her  blue 
eyes. 

'^  Let's  go  back,''  Nancy  said,  *'  for 
we've  had  a  long  walk,  and  your  ankle 
doesn't  feel  right." 

**  Her  ankle  feels  better  now  she  has 
rested,"  declared  Vera.  ^'  I  know  it  does, 
and  it  won't  take  a  minute  to  reach  the 
beach.  Come!  "  and  she  ran  on  toward  the 
grove. 

There  was  something  about  wayward, 
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teasing  Vera  that  seemed  to  force  her 
friends  to  do  as  she  wished,  and  they  fol- 
lowed without  a  word. 

They  clambered  up  the  rising  land,  hur- 
ried through  the  little  grove,  and  stood 
still  in  wonder  at  what  they  saw.  Vera 
was  the  first  to  speak. 

<<  Why,  where  is  the  beach?  ''  she  said. 

*^  I  told  you  the  beach  was  not  over  this 
way,"  Dorothy  said,  quietly. 

^*  But  the  water!  "  said  Vera,  ''  and  that 
old  building,  I  wonder  what  it  is*?  " 

*^  I  know,"  said  Nancy,  ^'  that  is  the  old 
grist-mill  that  we  saw  a  few  days  ago  when 
we  were  out  to  ride,  only  we  saw  it  from 
the  other  side." 

*^  That  is  the  old  mill,"  agreed  Dorothy, 
'*  and  I  remember  that  bit  of  a  pond,  and 
the  trees  that  Mamma  thought  so  fine." 

'*  But  I  didn't  come  'way  over  here  to 
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see  an  old  mill/'  said  Vera  in  disgust, 
''  and  why  isn't  it  going,  I'd  like  to 
know?  " 

*^  It's  not  been  used  for  years,  some  one 
told  us,"  said  Nancy,  "  and  now  you  see 
the  beach  isnH  here,  and  we'd  better  be 
going  back  to  the  hotel,  but  where  is  the 
road.  Vera?  " 

^'  What  road?  "  Vera  asked,  trying  to 
look  very  much  surprised. 

^^  Now,  Vera,  you  did  say  that  we  would 
not  cross  that  wet  meadow  land  again,  but 
would  go  back  by  the  road,  instead,"  said 
Nancy. 

**  And  so  we  will,  if  we  can  find  a  road," 
said  Vera,  coolly,  ^'  but  you  surely  know 
that  when  I  said  that,  I  expected  to  see 
the  beach.  As  it  is,  I  don't  know  where 
there  is  any  road!  " 

*'  We  can't  stay  here!  "  Dorothy  said, 
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gently,  but  firmly.  She  wished  Vera  to 
know  that  they  could  not  remain  long 
away  from  the  hotel. 

**  I  sha'n't  go  back  the  way  we  came!  " 
declared  Vera,  with  flashing  eyes,  and  she 
did  not  speak  gently. 

**  Do  you  see  that  dark  place  by  the  cor- 
ner of  the  mill?  Well,  I'm  going  there!  " 
she  said. 

''  Oh,  don't!  "  cried  both  Dorothy  and 
Nancy,  Dorothy  adding,  '^  it  looks  lonely 
over  near  that  mill." 

^*  Pooh!  I'm  not  afraid,"  said  Vera, 
**  and  we  may  find  a  road  round  behind 
there  somewhere,  beside  I'm  going  to  peep 
into  the  old  mill!  "  She  looked  at  Dorothy 
and  Nancy.  ''  Come  on!  "  she  cried,  **  see 
who'll  get  there  first!  " 

She  ran  down  towards  the  shallow  little 
pond,  but  they  did  not  follow. 
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When  she  had  reached  the  water's  edge, 
she  turned  to  the  left,  ran  on  again,  around 
the  little  bay  where  the  water  made  in 
among  some  rushes,  then  on  and  on,  imtil 
she  was  forced  to  pause  for  breath. 

She  had  supposed  that  the  two  were  fol- 
lowing her,  and  she  turned  in  surprise  to 
see  them  standing  where  she  had  left  them. 

She  called  and  beckoned  to  them;  they 
shook  their  heads,  and  shouted  in  return 
to  her,  saying  that  they  could  not  go  so 
far,  and  begging  her  to  return. 

She  seemed  not  to  understand  them,  so 
they  ran  down  towards  the  water,  shout- 
ing what  they  had  said  before. 

She  waved  her  hand  to  them,  but  she 
could  not,  or  would  not,  understand. 

A  moment  longer  she  stood  waving  her 
hand,  then  she  turned  and  ran  behind  the 
mill. 
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They  waited.  Surely  she  would  peep 
from  behind  the  corner  of  the  building; 
she  could  not  have  meant  what  she  had 
said! 

But  the  moments  passed,  and  no  laugh- 
ing face  looked  out  at  them.  They  shouted 
to  her,  calling  her  name  and  begging  her 
to  come  back,  but  they  received  no  reply, 
and  Dorothy  looked  with  anxious  eyes  at 
Nancy. 

''  What  shall  we  do?  "  she  said.  ''  We 
can't  stay  here,  for  by  this  time  Mamma 
and  Aunt  Charlotte  must  be  anxious,  and 
looking  for  us,  and  how  can  we  leave  Vera? 
Yet  if  she  won't  come  back,  what  use  is 
it  for  us  to  wait?  " 

*'  We'll  shout  again  to  her,  and  then  if 
she  doesn't  come,  we  must  go  home,"  said 
Nancy. 

**  And  Vera?  "  questioned  Dorothy. 
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**  We  might  stay  here  all  day,  and  not 
see  Vera,"  Nancy  replied,  "  and  I  know 
what  you  mean.  You  don't  like  to  go  back, 
and  leave  her,  but  how  do  we  know  that 
she  hasn't  found  a  road,  and  is  still  run- 
ning away  from  us.  It  was  Vera  that  left 
us;  we  didn't  leave  her." 

It  was  as  Nancy  said.  Vera  had  had  no 
thought  that  she  had  coaxed  Dorothy  and 
Nancy  to  follow  her,  only  to  wilfully  run 
away  from  them.  Who  could  tell  that  she 
was  not  at  that  very  moment  half-way 
home,  and  thinking  it  a  fine  joke  that  she 
had  played? 

Again  they  shouted,  and  again  the 
echoes  mocked  their  voices.  Again,  and 
yet  again  they  called. 

'^  The  echo  sounds  as  if  it  came  from 
the  old  mill,"  said  Dorothy  in  almost  a 
whisper,  as  she  clung  to  Nancy,  "'  and  oh, 
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I  wish  we  were  back  at  the  hotel!  It  is 
so  lonely  here,  it  makes  me  afraid/' 

Nancy  would  not  say  that  she  was 
frightened.  She  knew  that  Dorothy  was 
timid,  and  she  felt  that  if  she  hid  her  own 
fear,  Dorothy  might  gain  courage. 

Nancy's  first  thought  was  always  for 
Dorothy. 

Yet  a  while  longer  they  waited,  hoping 
that  Vera  might  return.  They  did  not 
shout  again,  but  stood  clasping  each  other's 
hands,  and  watching  for  a  mischievous  face 
that  might  peep  out  at  them. 

They  saw  no  one,  heard  no  sound,  and 
so  still  was  it  that  when  some  tiny  water 
creatures  stirred  the  rushes,  Dorothy  trem- 
bled, and  Nancy  could  not  withhold  a  little 
outcry. 

''  Oh,  let  us  get  away  from  here!  "  said 
Dorothy,  so  earnestly  that  without  another 
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glance  towards  the  mill,  Nancy  turned,  and 
together  they  hurried  through  the  grove, 
and  soon  reached  the  meadow. 

It  was,  of  course,  quite  as  wet  as  when 
they  had  first  crossed  it,  and  they  made 
their  way  carefully,  lest  a  careless  step 
might  lead  into  a  tiny  bog. 

Dorothy's  ankle  was  becoming  more 
painful,  and  Nancy  tried  to  help  her  by 
taking  her  arm.  The  ground  was  so  un- 
even, however,  that  she  could  give  but  lit- 
tle aid,  and  the  meadow  seemed  a  mile 
wide!  They  did,  at  last,  succeed  in  cross- 
ing it,  and  they  sat  down  by  the  roadside 
to  rest. 

*'  Do  you  remember  which  way  we 
came?  "  asked  Dorothy. 

For  a  moment  Nancy  hesitated. 

*'  I  tJiink  we  came  that  way,"  she  said, 
"  but  I'm  not  sure." 
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''  My  ankle  hurts  so,  I  can't  bear  to 
think  that  we  may  start  the  way  we  ought 
not  to,  and  have  to  go  back,"  said  Dorothy. 

''  Well,  I'm  not  sure,"  said  Nancy,  "  I 
wish  I  was." 

"  Do  you  suppose  Vera  is  at  the  hotel 
now*?  "  was  Dorothy's  next  question. 
Nancy  stared  in  surprise. 

<<  Why,  how  could  she  be?  "  she  said. 

^*  Well,  do  you  remember  the  time  that 
she  was  visiting  us,  and  we  went  for  a 
drive?  Don't  you  remember,"  Dorothy 
asked,  ''  how  she  hid  from  us,  and  ran  to 
the  road,  took  the  first  electric  car  that 
came  along,  and  while  we  were  hunting 
for  her,  she  was  already  at  the  stone 
house?  " 

Yes,  Nancy  remembered  that,  and  the 
thought  comforted  both.  They  knew  that 
Vera  was  in  the  wrong,  yet  they  had  not 
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wished  to  return  without  her.  Now  that 
it  seemed  quite  possible  that  she  was  al- 
ready at  the  hotel,  they  felt  no  fear  for 
her  safety,  and  having  rested  for  a  time, 
they  started  once  more,  each  hoping  that 
they  had  chosen  the  right  direction. 

It  was  just  when  Dorothy  had  declared 
that  her  ankle  would  let  her  go  no  farther, 
that  the  sound  of  a  horse's  hoofs  and 
wheels  upon  the  road  caused  them  to  look 
up. 

Was  there  ever  such  luck?  The  carriage 
and  coachman  from  the  hotel! 

'*  Sure,  Miss  Dorothy,  I'm  a  lucky  man 
to  be  findin'  you  and  Miss  Nancy,  just 
when  I'd  about  given  up.  Get  right  in 
quick,  and  let  me  get  ye  home  before  yer 
ma  and  Mrs.  Grayson  is  gone  wild  fer  the 
sight  of  ye  both!  " 

You'll   have   to   help   Dorothy,"   said 
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Nancy,  ''  for  she  has  hurt  her  ankle,  and 
I  don't  believe  she  can  climb  into  the  car- 
riage without  twisting  it.'' 

The  man  lifted  Dorothy  as  if  she  had 
been  a  feather,  and  placed  her  very  gently 
in  the  carriage.  Nancy  clambered  in  be- 
side her,  and  over  the  road  they  spun,  and 
almost  before  they  dreamed  it,  they  were 
on  the  hotel  piazza,  surroimded  by  Mrs. 
Dainty  and  Aunt  Charlotte  and  their 
friends,  who  had  grown  quite  as  anxious 
to  have  them  return. 

In  the  midst  of  the  excitement,  Irma 
Vane  came  hurrying  up  to  the  group. 

'^  Oh,  you  are  home  safe  and  sound,  and, 
—why,  where  is  Vera?  '^ 

**  Isn't  she  here?  "  gasped  Dorothy. 

*'  She  must  be  here!  "  said  Nancy,  but 
her  cheek  was  pale,  and  her  eyes  fright- 
ened. 
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**  She  went  out  with  you,"  said  Irma. 

Oh,  don^t  you  know  at  all  where  she  is*?  " 

Then  in  haste  they  told  how  Vera  had 
nm  away  from  them  to  tease  them,  and 
although  they  had  called  to  her  and  had 
waited  for  her,  she  had  not  returned  after 
she  had  disappeared  behind  the  old  mill. 

Of  course  Miss  Irma  had  to  faint,  that 
is,  not  wholly,  but  just  enough  so  that 
Captain  Atherton  felt  obliged  to  support 
her  with  his  strong  right  arm,  and  that 
caused  another  of  her  friends  to  speak 
sharply. 

**  Perhaps,  Miss  Irma,"  he  said,  '*  while 
Captain  Atherton  is  taking  such  fine  care 
of  you,  I  might  make  myself  useful  by 
going  out  to  search  for  Vera.  It  looks  as  if 
some  one  should  start!  " 

'*  Oh,  do  hunt  for  her,  Mr.  Helmsmere," 
she  said,  "  and  really,  Captain  Atherton," 
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she  continued,  ''  I  should  have  thought  you 
would  have  thought  of  that." 

Rather  a  twisted  sentence,  which  caused 
the  gallant  captain  to  wonder  if  there  was 
such  a  thing  as  justice. 

Irma  was  almost  hysterical.  She  felt 
sure  that  Vera  was  lost,  or  stolen,  or  at 
least  injured,  and  she  blamed  herself 
soundly  for  carelessness  in  failing  to 
closely  watch  her.  Captain  Atherton  longed 
to  say  something  to  comfort  her,  but  was 
afraid  that  he  could  not  think  of  just  the 
thing  to  say  that  would  be  sure  to  please 
her,  so  he  wisely  said  nothing,  and  a  few 
minutes  later  he  picked  up  his  cane,  and 
followed  the  road  that  Jack  Helmsmere 
had  taken. 


CHAPTER  VI 

VERA 

"TACK  HELMSMERE  tramped  along 
^  the  sunny  road,  as  if  searching  for  lost 
little  girls  were  his  chief  object  in  life,  and 
Captain  Atherton,  hastening  to  overtake 
him,  fomid  it  a  bigger  task  than  he  had 
supposed. 

Jack  walked  with  the  quick,  light  step 
of  youth,  while  the  gallant  captain  strove 
to  make  the  trip  with  a  martial  tread  that 
shook  his  stout  form,  and  caused  him  to 
puff  like  an  engine. 

Jack  heard  the  footsteps  behind  him, 
and,  thinking  that  it  might  be  Captain 
Atherton,  he  would  not  turn  round. 
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''  Helmsmere!  Helmsmere!  Jack,  I 
say!  "  shouted  the  doughty  captain,  and 
Jack  turned,  with  a  look  of  surprise,  as 
if  he  had  not  dreamed  that  anyone  were 
following  him. 

**  We  may  as  well  go  along  together  to 
himt  for  little  Vera,"  said  the  captain; 
**  it's  just  possible  that  one  might  help 
the  other." 

Jack  had  hoped  to  have  all  the  glory  of 
finding  Vera,  and  thus  win  her  Aunt 
Irma's  imdivided  favor.  He  was,  however, 
every  inch  a  gentleman,  so  he  did  not  tell 
the  captain  that  he  did  not  wish  his  aid, 
and  the  two  walked  along  together.  Cap- 
tain Atherton  finding  it  hard  work  to  keep 
up  with  Jack's  athletic  gait. 

There  was  a  little  foot-bridge  on  the  mill 
road,  and  when  they  had  reached  it,  the 
two  men  paused,  to  lean  upon  the  rail,  and. 
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for  a  few  moments,  rest  while  the  captain 
regained  his  breath. 

The  tiny  stream  that  rippled  beneath 
made  a  zigzag  course  across  the  village  of 
Riverton,  and  on  the  outskirts  of  the  town 
it  joined  the  river,  and  river  and  brook- 
let, merged  in  one,  swept  onward  to  the 
sea. 

The  captain  looked  down  into  the  sunlit 
water  of  the  stream,  and  sighed,  as  he 
thought  of  the  cool,  shady  piazza  that  he 
had  left  to  tramp  over  the  hot,  dusty  mill- 
road.    Then  he  thought  of  Miss  Irma. 

**  Well,  we  must  go  on,"  said  Jack,  and 
the  captain  replied,  '^  Oh,  surely,"  and 
again  they  trudged  onward. 

*^  Now,  do  you  know,  I've  not  the  least 
idea  as  to  where  we  had  best  look  for 
Vera,"  said  Captain  Atherton,  **  for  she  is 
such  a  blessed  little  madcap  that  no  one 
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could  guess  in  what  direction  a  wild  notion 
might  lead  her/' 

He  pu:ffed  and  puffed  as  he  hurried 
along,  and  his  cheeks  were  very  red,  while 
his  eyes  seemed  bulging  with  the  exertion 
that  he  was  making. 

'^  I've  thought  of  one  thing  that  she 
may  have  done,"  he  continued,  ^'  and  the 
idea  has  come  to  me  through  my  strong 
leaning  toward  poetry.  I  see  everything  in 
a  poetical  light." 

Jack  managed  to  keep  from  laughing, 
but  it  cost  great  effort.  Stout,  florid  Cap- 
tain Atherton  did  not  look  at  all  romantic, 
or  poetic. 

**  Go  on,"  said  Jack,  and  the  captain  did 
not  wait  to  be  urged. 

'*  I  think  she  may  have  followed  this 
rippling  brook  in  search  of  wild  flowers, 
and  that  if  I  follow  the  brook,  I  may  find 
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her  asleep  among  the  meadow  grasses,"  lie 
said. 

^*  Stuff  and  nonsense/'  thought  Jack, 
but  he  said: 

^'  Follow  the  brook  if  you  like,  but  I'll 
tell  you  now  that  IVe  heard  that  it  races 
through  eight  miles  of  meadow  land  before 
it  joins  the  river.  /  shall  go  over  toward 
the  old  mill,"  and  he  strode  away,  leaving 
the  captain  still  leaning  on  the  railing  of 
the  bridge. 

A  walk  in  the  hot  sun  was  about  the  last 
thing  that  Captain  Atherton  w^ould  have 
chosen  for  real  enjoyment,  but  he  longed 
to  please  Miss  Irma,  so  he  had  boldly  sal- 
lied forth,  thus  to  assure  her  that  Jack 
Helmsmere  was  not  more  valiant  than  he. 

Now  that  Jack  had  gone  on  his  way 
toward  the  mill,  the  captain  took  a  much 
slower  pace,  and  sure  that  he  had  the  only 
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chance  of  finding  Vera,  and  thus  winning 
Irma's  gratitude,  he  trudged  along,  look- 
ing to  right  and  left  in  search  of  the  little 
girl,  and  softly  humming,  ^'  The  Girl  I 
Left  Behind  Me." 

Along  the  mill-road,  in  burning  sunlight 
and  in  leafy  shadows,  a  cloud  of  dust  fol- 
lowing in  the  wake  of  his  resolute  tread. 
Jack  Helmsmere  strode  on,  neither  whis- 
tling nor  humming.  He  cared  not  a  bit 
for  the  heat,  and  rushed  along  as  if  he 
knew  exactly  where  Vera  was,  and  was 
only  coimting  the  moments  when  he  should 
carry  the  little  girl  in  his  strong  arms,  and 
later  know  the  joy  of  restoring  her  to 
Irma. 

The  mill-road  seemed  deserted,  and  the 
hot  air  hardly  stirred  the  leaves.  The 
dusty  weeds  were  wilting  in  the  scorching 
sun,  and  Jack  wondered  why  children  who 
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must  be  searched  for,  could  not  manage  to 
get  lost  at  sunrise  or  at  late  afternoon, 
when,  at  least,  it  was  cool  to  hunt  for 
them. 

He  looked  along  the  roadside,  and  across 
the  meadows  on  either  side,  hoping  to 
catch  a  glimpse  of  Vera. 

Once  the  snapping  of  a  twig  made  him 
pause  to  listen,  then  seeing  nothing  he  hur- 
ried on  toward  the  mill.  When  he  reached 
this,  he  sat  down  upon  an  old  log,  and 
passed  his  handkerchief  over  his  dusty 
face. 

*^  I  suppose  if  I  find  her,  Irma  will  be 
truly  grateful,  but  even  if  I  make  a  hero 
of  myself,  Captain  Atherton  will  never 
consent  to  be  second  best.  He  will  do 
something  that  will  call  attention  to  him- 
self, and  thus  will  appear  to  great  advan- 
tage.   Heigh,  ho!  " 
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He  arose  from  his  seat  on  the  log, 
yawned,  sighed,  and  sauntered  toward  the 
mill.  He  found  the  door  fastened,  and 
although  it  was  sagging  and  weather- 
beaten,  he  could  not  move  it.  He  had  be- 
lieved that  Vera  had  entered  the  mill,  and 
was  still  in  there,  but  finding  that  the  door 
would  not  yield,  he  turned  once  more 
toward  the  road.  ^'  No  child  could  have 
been  in  that  mill,"  he  thought.  Jack  never 
knew  why  he  did  it,  but  when  he  had 
walked  but  a  short  distance  he  turned  to 
look  back. 

There  in  a  window  was  the  face  of  a 
child.  He  turned  back,  and,— yes,  it  was 
Vera! 

'*  Oh,  Mr.  Helmsmere,"  she  cried,  '*  I've 
been  here  just  hours,  and  no  one  has 
passed  here  imtil  you  came.  I'm  half  wild 
staying  in  this  horrid,  cobwebby  old  place. 
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and  I  thought  nobody  ever'd  come  for  me. 
Who  sent  you  to  find  mel    Aunt  Irma?  " 

''  No  one  sent  me,"  said  Jack,  "  but  I'm 
going  to  take  you  back  to  her.  Now  open 
the  door." 

'^  That's  just  what  I've  been  trying  to 
do,  and  the  old  bolt  is  rusty,  and  I  can't 
make  it  budge." 

^'  Why  didn't  you  tell  me  that  when  I 
was  pushing  at  the  door?  "  Jack  asked 
impatiently. 

'^  I  didn't  dare  to  speak.  I  thought  you 
were  a  burglar,  and  I  hid  here  behind 
things  in  this  corner,"  said  Vera. 

^*  Do  you  mean  to  say  that  you  can^t 
let  me  in?  "  asked  Jack. 

*'  Indeed  1  can't,"  wailed  Vera,  ''  and 
I  canH  stay  here!  " 

"  How  on  earth  did  you  get  in?  "  asked 
Jack. 
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^*  The  door  was  ajar,  and  I  pushed  it 
open,  and  then  I  bolted  it.  I  thought  when 
I  ran  around  behind  the  mill,  they'd  fol- 
low me.  At  first  I  only  meant  to  hide  in 
the  bushes,  but  when  I  saw  the  door  open 
just  a  teenty  crack,  I  pushed  it  a  little 
wider  and  squeezed  in.  Then  I  bolted  it, 
thinking  how  scared  Dorothy  and  Nancy 
would  be  when  they  came  'way  over  here, 
and  I  wasn't  in  sight.  After  a  while,  I 
felt  that  they  must  have  gone  off  and  left 
me,  and  I  tried  to  push  that  bolt  back,  but 
the  horrid  old  thing  wouldn't  move." 

^^  I'll  give  that  rickety  old  door  a  good, 
sound  shaking,  and  then  you  try  again  to 
move  the  bolt,"  said  Jack. 

He  did  indeed  give  it  a  lusty  shaking 
that  awoke  the  echoes  in  the  old  mill,  but 
Vera  cried  out  from  within  that  the  old 
rusty  bolt  stuck  fast. 
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^*  Then  there's  nothing  for  it  but  to 
climb  into  one  of  those  windows,  and  they 
are  so  high  from  the  gromid  that  I  need  a 
ladder/'  grumbled  Jack. 

An  old  hogshead  stood  near  a  clump  of 
birches,  and  Jack  secured  it.  Rolling  it 
close  to  the  mill,  and  close  up  under  the 
window,  he  prepared  to  mount  it. 

^^  Now,  here's  for  luck!  "  he  said,  **  and 
a  hope  that  the  head  of  this  ancient  hogs- 
head won't  break  in.  If  it  does,  the 
chances  are  that  I'll  get  a  broken  leg,  or 
ruin  my  manly  beauty  forever." 

''  O  dear!  I  hope  not,  for  then  there'll 
be  nobody  to  get  me  out,"  said  Vera,  *^  and 
I  just  can't  stay  here!  " 

'*  How  very  thoughtful,  to  be  sure," 
Jack  replied,  '^  and  incidentally,  there 'd  be 
no  one  to  get  what  there  was  left  of  me 
home." 
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**  No,  of  course  not/'  said  Vera,  ^'  but 
then,  you're  not  a  girl." 

Jack  muttered  something  about  **  hav- 
ing some  luck,"  and  mounted  the  shaky- 
old  hogshead. 

It  stood  imsteadily.  The  ground  was 
not  level,  and  it  looked  as  if  Jack  and  the 
big  hogshead  might  roll  over  together,  but 
he  balanced  himself,  and  then  quickly 
climbed  into  the  window.  He  landed  on 
an  old  work  bench  that  stood  just  under 
the  window,  and  from  that  sprang  to  the 
floor. 

<<  Why,  you're  all  dirty,  and  your  coat 
has  a  big  tear  in  it,"  said  Vera. 

'*  So  have  my  feelings,"  Jack  replied, 
and  Vera  wondered  what  he  meant,  but  she 
did  not  ask. 

It  required  but  little  effort  upon  his  part 
to  move  the  rusty  bolt,  and  in  a  few  mo- 
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ments  the  two  were  walking  along  the 
road,  glad  enough  to  be  out  in  the  air. 

Jack  had  recovered  his  good-temper,  and 
he  laughed  and  talked  with  Vera  until  she 
began  to  wonder  why  Aunt  Irma  ever 
cared  to  listen  to  what  anyone  else  had  to 
say. 

They  were  cheered  loudly  as  they  came 
in  sight  of  the  hotel,  and  were  surrounded 
by  an  interested  crowd  as  they  stepped  up 
on  to  the  piazza. 

*^  Where  was  she?  " 

^*  How  did  you  ever  find  her?  '^ 

*'  Dear  Mr.  Helmsmere,  you  look  as  if 
you'd  been  through  the  wars." 

''  Where  did  you  look  first?  " 

**  Ladies,  ladies,  I'll  answer  all  your 
questions,  but  I'm  so  fatigued  that  I'll 
answer  but  one  at  a  time,"  said  Jack,  with 
a  merry  laugh. 
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Of  course  Miss  Irma  told  him  that  he 
was  a  hero,  and  declared  that  highwaymen 
might  have  kidnapped  Vera  if  he  hadn't 
f  omid  her  just  when  he  did. 

Just  in  the  midst  of  the  excitement  a 
stout  man,  with  a  very  red  face,  came  up 
the  driveway,  mopping  his  flushed  cheeks 
with  a  silk  handkerchief,  and  acting  as  if 
he  were  nearly  exhausted.  It  was  Captain 
Atherton. 

Instantly  Miss  Irma's  sympathy  shifted, 
and  to  Jack's  extreme  disgust,  he  saw  her 
flutter  toward  the  captain,  all  her  interest, 
all  her  pity  centred  in  him. 

<<  Why,  what  has  Captain  Atherton  done 
to  so  deeply  interest  Miss  Vane?  "  asked 
Mrs.  Le  Clair,  a  recent  arrival. 

*'  Why,  madam,  he  almost  found  Vera, 
that  is,  he  at  least  started  out  to  find  her," 
said  Jack,  and  he  hurried  to  his  room  in 
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disgust,  to  make  himself  presentable  for 
lunch. 

They  were  sitting  on  a  low  wall,  swing- 
ing their  feet,  that  is,  Dorothy  and  Nancy 
were,  but  Vera  was  standing  while  she 
talked  to  them. 

It  was  the  morning  after  her  adventure 
at  the  mill,  and  Vera  was  telling,  for  the 
tenth  time,  how  dreadful  it  had  been  to 
stay  quite  alone  for  so  long  a  time.  She 
did  not  wish  anyone  to  forget  the  happen- 
ing, or  to  lose  sight  of  the  fact  that  she 
was  the  central  figure. 

*^  Now,  I  tell  you  it  was  just  horrid  to 
stay  there,  where  big  spiders  were  spin- 
ning webs,  and  shiny  beetles  were  all  over 
the  floor.  The  floor  was  all  dirty,  and 
there  wasn't  anything  to  sit  down  on." 

*^  It  must  have  been   dreadful  to  stay 
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there  waiting  for  someone  to  come  for 
you/'  Dorothy  said. 

She  felt  that  it  would  be  rude  to  show 
no  interest,  but  she  was  tired  of  hearing 
the  story  repeated,  and  Nancy,  thinking  to 
help  matters,  looked  up  at  Vera  as '  she 
said: 

*^  Of  course  it  was  tiresome,  Vera,  but 
it  happened  yesterday,  and  you  needn't 
ever  go  there  again,  so  why  don't  you  try 
to  forget  about  it?  " 

It  was  said  kindly,  but  Vera  was  at  once 
offended.  She  did  not  wish  to  forget  the 
happening,  nor  did  she  intend  that  any- 
one else  should,  yet  here  was  Nancy  ad- 
vising her  to  let  it  drop. 

**  Oh,  certainly,  if  you  don't  wish  to  hear 
about  it,  you  don't  have  to,"  she  said,  and 
turning  sharply  about,  she  ran  back  toward 
the  hotel. 
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O  dear,  I  wish  Vera  wouldn't  get  pro- 
voked! "  said  Dorothy.  **  If  she  goes  back 
real  cross,  her  Aunt  Irma  will  think  it  is 
our  fault,  and  truly  it  wasn't." 

*^  Well,  it  wasn't,''  said  Nancy,  **  for  we 
didn't  say  anything  rude  or  unkind.  She's 
told  us  all  about  that  same  thing  ten  times 
at  the  very  least,  and  I  couldn't  help  tell- 
ing her  to  forget  it.  If  she  tells  it  many 
more  times  it  will  make  her  sick.  Did  you 
see  her  face  when  she  was  telling  it?  Her 
eyes  were  sticking  right  out,  and  her 
cheeks  were  red." 

**  She  did  look  almost  wild,"  agreed 
Dorothy,  "  and  the  funny  thing  is  that  she 
looks  just  as  wild  every  time  she  tells  it. 
How  can  she  look  wild  every  time?  " 

**  Well,  here  she  comes,"  said  Nancy, 
and  true  enough.  Vera  was  running 
towards  them,  her  laughing  face  showing 
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that  her  anger  was  gone,  having  vanished 
as  quickly  as  it  had  come. 

^*  Are  you  surprised  because  I  came 
back?  "  she  asked.  ^*  I'll  tell  you  why  I 
did.  I  don't  want  to  play  alone,  and 
there's  no  fun  playing  with  the  other  girls 
at  the  hotel.  No  one  is  half  the  fun  that 
you  and  Nancy  are,  so  it  was  no  use  to 
stay  cross,  and  I've  come  back." 


CHAPTER  Vn 

Marie's  gift 

IT  was  a  hot,  sunny  day,  and  the  guests 
at  the  hotel  seemed  to  feel  very  lazy. 

The  breeze  that  flapped  the  awnings  was 
almost  worse  than  no  breeze  at  all,  and 
Dorothy  and  Nancy,  tired  of  swinging  in 
the  gay,  scarlet  hammock,  wondered  what 
they  could  do  on  such  a  hot  afternoon. 

**  It's  too  warm  to  play,"  Dorothy  said, 
and  just  at  that  moment  Mrs.  Dainty  ap- 
peared in  the  doorway,  dressed  for  a  drive. 

"  It  may  seem  cooler  riding,''  she  said, 
and  eagerly  the  two  little  girls  ran  down 
the  steps  to  enter  the  carriage  that  was 
just  rolling  up  the  broad  driveway. 

117 
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Aunt  Charlotte  had  remained  at  the 
hotel  to  write  some  important  letters,  and 
Nancy  thought  that  letters  must  be  a  nui- 
sance in  summer  weather.  Summer  should 
be  all  play,  she  thought. 

Mrs.  Dainty  directed  the  coachman  to 
choose  shady  roads,  and  the  flickering  leaf 
shadows,  the  tall  roadside  weeds  that 
swayed  in  the  breeze,  the  tossing  manes  of 
the  horses  gave  an  idea  of  coolness  and 
of  dancing  zephyrs  that  delighted  Dorothy 
and  made  Nancy  laugh  with  pleasure. 

**  If  we  were  running,  the  breeze  would 
not  seem  so  cool,  but  riding  is  so  differ- 
ent," she  said. 

**  I  guess  Marie  thinks  so,  too.  Just  see 
how  heavy  her  basket  must  be  to  make  her 
lean  'way  over.  Could  she  ride  with  us, 
mamma?  " 

Dorothy's  blue  eyes  were  eager,  and,  as 
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usual,  Mrs.  Dainty  was  happy  to  grant 
her  wish. 

**  Marie,  oh,  Marie!  "  called  Dorothy,  as 
the  coachman  drew  in  the  horses,  **  come 
with  us  for  a  drive." 

The  little  girl  with  the  big  basket 
paused,  and  glanced  up  shyly. 

^*  I'd  just  love  to  ride  with  you,  but  I'm 
not  dressed  up,"  she  said,  looking  down 
at  her  dusty  shoes. 

"  We  shall  enjoy  the  ride  if  you  are  with 
us,"  urged  Nancy,  and  without  waiting  for 
further  urging  Marie  clambered  in. 

The  coachman  took  charge  of  her  basket, 
and  soon  the  three  children  were  chatter- 
ing as  merrily  as  if  they  always  rode  to- 
gether. 

"  How  far  were  you  going  with  your 
basket?  "  Mrs.  Dainty  asked. 

*'  Over  to  the  big  yellow  house  by  the 
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mill/'  said  Marie.  '*  My  Mg  basket  is 
packed  with  little  baskets  of  berries,  and 
that's  why  it  was  so  heavy." 

*'  You  wouldn't  know  it  weighed  any- 
thing now,  would  you?  "  laughed  Dorothy. 

**  Indeed  I  wouldn't,"  agreed  Marie, 
''  but  I  didn't  dream  I'd  have  a  ride  in 
your  beautiful  carriage." 

^'  You  shall  have  many  rides  with  us  this 
summer,"  said  Mrs.  Dainty,  and  Marie 
clasped  her  little  hands  in  rapture  at  such 
promised  pleasure. 

And  now  they  had  reached  the  big  yel- 
low house,  and  Marie  was  much  impressed 
when  the  tall  coachman  lifted  the  heavy 
basket,  and  handed  it  to  her. 

She  was  rather  afraid  of  him,  he  was  so 
tall,  and  his  livery  was  so  handsome. 

A  big  boy  came  down  the  walk  and  took 
the  basket  from  her. 
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^*  YeVe  dropped  suthin',  Sis!  "  he  said 
as  she  turned  to  go. 

Marie  stooped,  and  picked  up  a  carefully 
wrapped  parcel. 

''  If  I'd  lost  that,  what  would  ma  have 
said,''  she  gasped  as  she  climbed  to  her 
place  beside  Nancy;  "  it  was  some  em- 
broidery that  she'd  done  for  a  lady  that's 
boarding  at  the  yellow  house,"  she  con- 
tinued, "  but  the  lady  is  away  to-day,  and 
I  wasn't  to  leave  it  with  anyone  but  her. 
That  boy  said  she'd  be  at  home  to-morrow, 
so  I'll  have  to  go  again.  There!  I've 
dropped  it  again!  " 

The  soft  white  paper  parcel  lay  on  the 
floor  of  the  carriage,  and  as  the  light  breeze 
parted  the  paper,  the  exquisite  needlework 
made  Dorothy  exclaim: 

"  Oh,  mamma!  See  the  lovely  flowers 
and  butterflies,   and  tiny  vines   all   done 
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with  a  needle!  ''  she  cried.  **  Couldn't 
Mrs.  Le  Bon  make  a  frock  for  me?  '* 

Mrs.  Dainty  examined  the  embroidery 
carefully. 

**  This  is  a  wonderfully  fine  bit  of 
work/'  she  said  to  the  little  girl,  who  sat 
eagerly  watching  her,  as  she  examined  the 
needlework. 

'*  All  the  ladies  say  the  work  is  beauti- 
ful, but  they  'most  always  say  the  price  is 
too  high.  One  lady  went  home,  and  took 
her  embroidered  gown  with  her,  but  she 
didn't  pay  ma  at  all,  and  it  took  weeks 
to  make  it." 

"  Why,  how  mean!  "  cried  Dorothy  and 
Nancy  in  a  breath,  while  Mrs.  Dainty's 
sweet  eyes  were  full  of  pity  for  the  woman 
whom  other  women,  falsely  called  '*  la- 
dies," had  so  cruelly,  so  shabbily  treated. 

"  Do  you  think  your  mother  would  do 
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some  of  this  exquisite  work  for  me?  "  she 
asked. 

*^  Oh,  I'm  sure  she  would,"  said  Marie, 
*^  for  this  morning  I  heard  her  saying  that 
she  would  like  more  orders  for  it.  Ma 
learned  to  do  it  when  she  studied  at  a 
convent,  near  her  old  home  in  France. 
You  should  see  some  of  the  pieces  she  did 
when  she  was  learning.  If  you  come  some 
day  to  the  house,  she  will  spread  them  out 
for  you  to  see,  and  she  will  say,  ^  Behold! ' 
and  you  will  think  you  never  saw  anything 
so  lovely  before." 

^*  I  am  sure  to  be  delighted,"  Mrs. 
Dainty  replied,  *'  and  I  shall  pay  your 
mother  all  that  the  beautiful  embroidery 
is  worth,  you  may  be  sure  of  that.'' 

Oh,  what  a  happy  story  of  the  ride  Marie 
told,  when  at  night,  with  her  father, 
mother,  and  little  sister  eagerly  listening, 
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she  described  the  pleasure  of  the  after- 
noon! 

**  The  carriage  was  like  the  coach  in  my 
fairy  tales/'  she  said,  ''  and  Dorothy  and 
Nancy  were  like  princesses,  and  Mrs. 
Dainty  like  a  lovely  queen.'' 

**  Where  did  you  ride  to?  "  questioned 
the  little  sister. 

**  Over  every  sunny  road  in  this  village," 
said  Marie,  and  then  she  told  of  Mrs. 
Dainty's  wish  to  have  some  of  the  em- 
broidery, and  how  generously  she  had 
promised  to  pay  for  the  work. 

'*  She  is  indeed  one  grand  lady,"  said 
Pierre  Le  Bon,  to  which  his  wife  re- 
sponded: *'  She  is  one  angel.  May  all  the 
saints  bless  her!  " 

After  the  drive,  Mrs.  Dainty  sat  in  her 
room  at  the  hotel  talking  with  Aunt  Char- 
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lotte  of  the  fine  needlework  which  had  so 
charmed  her. 

^^  It  is  really  the  loveliest  work  that  I 
have  seen,"  she  said,  ''  and  her  little 
daughter  told  us  that  her  mother  was 
trained  in  a  French  convent.  Think  of 
obtaining  such  exquisite  work  where  I  can 
talk  with  the  embroiderer,  and  give  my 
orders  personally.  I  shall  give  her  profit- 
able orders,  and  I  will  obtain  yet  other 
orders  for  her  from  my  friends  when  I 
return  to  Merrivale." 

The  two  ladies  promised  themselves  the 
pleasure  of  an  early  call  at  the  Le  Bon 
farm.  Indeed,  they  were  very  eager  to  see 
the  embroidery. 

And  while  the  two  were  talking  of  the 
flowers  and  butterflies  that  had  been  so 
cunningly  wrought  in  colored  silks,  three 
little  girls  swung  in  a  hammock,  two  of 
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them  chattering  like  sparrows  of  the 
charming  drive. 

It  was  Dorothy  and  Nancy  who  talked; 
Dorothy  who  described,  and  Nancy  who 
agreed  to  all  that  she  said. 

It  was  Vera  who  did  not  talk.  She  even 
listened  unwillingly,  and  at  last,  when  she 
thought  that  she  could  listen  no  longer, 
she  sprang  from  the  hammock,  and  stood 
frowning  at  her  two  playmates. 

**  Why,  Vera,''  cried  Dorothy,  **  what 
is  the  matter?  "  while  Nancy  wondered 
what  caused  the  dark  frown  on  Vera's 
pretty  face. 

**  I  canH  see  why  you  are  both  so  fond 
of  that  little  French  girl!  "  she  cried  with 
flashing  eyes. 

**  Her  father  and  mother  were  born  in 
France,  but  Marie  was  bom  here,''  Doro- 
thy replied,  *'  and  wherever  she  was  born. 
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she  is  a  little  lady,  mamma  says  so,  and 
that  is  one  reason  why  we  like  her/' 

She  longed  to  add  that  Marie  was  sweet- 
tempered,  but  that  would  seem  almost  like 
saying  that  Vera  w^as  not,  and  she  did  not 
wish  to  do  that. 

**  Aunt  Charlotte  knows  ever  so  many 
French  people,  and  she  says  they  are  de- 
lightful, and  almost  always  they  are  po- 
lite,'' remarked  Nancy,  touching  her  toe 
to  the  floor  to  send  the  hammock  higher. 

**  You  think  my  Aunt  Irma  is  lovely, 
and  she  doesn't  think  they're  nice  at  all," 
flashed  Vera. 

^*  Oh,  doesnH  she? "  called  a  teasing 
voice  from  the  other  end  of  the  piazza. 

*^  No,  she  doesnH,  Sidney  Carleton! " 
screamed  Vera,  in  quick  rage. 

'*  Ho,  ho,  but  that's  a  joke,"  shouted 
the  boy,  "  for  my  big  brother  Lester  told 
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me  that  Miss  Irma  danced  most  of  the 
figures  last  evening  with  M'sieur  Le 
Moyne,  and  there  she  goes  out  in  his  yacht 
with  him  now!  " 

''  I  won't  listen!  "  cried  Vera,  covering 
her  ears  with  her  hands. 

'*  And  he's  Frenchy  enough  for  any- 
thing," shouted  the  provoking  boy,  *'  for 
I  heard  him  say:  *  You  are  one  belle,  Mees 
Vane,'  and  Captain  Atherton  said:  *  Hang 
that  French  monkey!  '  and  threw  his  pipe 
over  the  piazza  rail,  and  stamped  off  down 
to  the  beach!  " 

*'  Captain  Atherton  is  horrid!  "  cried 
Vera,  **  for  he's  just  always  smoking,  and 
I  canH  eat  the  peppermints  he  brings  Aunt 
Irma.  Mr.  Helmsmere's  chocolates  are 
fine,  though." 

*'  "What  kind  does  Louis  Le  Moyne  give 
her?  "  called  Sidney. 
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**  I  wouldn't  tell  if  I  knew!  ''  shouted 
Vera. 

^'  Spitfire!  ''  returned  Sidney,  vaulting 
over  the  railing,  and  disappearing  around 
the  corner  of  the  hotel. 

'^  I  don't  see  how  he  knew  she  was  go- 
ing out  in  the  yacht,"  said  Vera.  **  You 
can't  see  the  boats  or  the  water  from 
here." 

'^  But  your  Aunt  Irma  has  on  her  white 
flannel  suit  with  the  anchors  on  the  collar, 
and  her  big  sailor  hat,"  said  Dorothy. 

*'  Well,  suppose  she  has,"  said  Vera, 
pertly,  '^  she  doesn't  always  go  yachting 
when  she  wears  that.  Folks  don't  always 
do  what  you'd  think  they'd  do  by  the 
clothes  they  are  wearing. 

*'  She  has  a  new  bathing  suit,  all  trimmed 
with  ribbons,  and  she's  had  it  on  twenty 
times,  but  she  hasn't  wet  it  once!    It's  too 
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pretty  to  wet,  so  she  doesn't  go  into  the 
water  with  it,  but  just  sits  on  the  beach 
instead.  Say,  stop  the  hammock,  and  let 
me  get  in  again;  I'm  not  as  cross  as  I 
was!  '' 

She  sprang  in  between  Dorothy  and 
Nancy,  at  the  same  time  violently  kicking 
at  the  flooring  and  sending  the  hammock 
higher  than  it  had  yet  swung. 

^^  Now,  I'll  tell  you  both  what  I  just 
wouldn't  tell  Sidney.  I  said  I  didn't  know 
what  kind  of  candy  M'sieur  Le  Moyne 
gives  Aunt  Irma,  and  I  don't  know  the 
name  of  it,  but  I  know  what  it  tastes  like; 
I  ought  to,  for  she  left  a  new  box  of  his 
candy  on  her  dressing-table  when  she  went 
out,  and  I  ate  more  than  half  of  it,  first 
thing!    Swing  faster!'' 

She  did  not  look  at  Dorothy  or  Nancy. 
She  knew  that  they  would  not  be  guilty 
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of  taking  anything  which  belonged  to  an- 
other. 

Vera  had  said  that  she  was  not  as  cross 
as  she  had  been,  and  she  had  spoken  truly. 

She  never  seemed  petulant  for  any 
length  of  time.  She  wanted  to  play,  and 
who  could  she  expect  would  play  with  her 
if  she  were  continually  cross? 

Thus  she  would  stop  scolding,  and  laugh 
and  talk  as  merrily  as  before.  Vera's  mer- 
riment was  no  sign,  however,  that  she  had 
forgotten  what  had  provoked  her.  She 
wanted  to  share  the  big  red  hammock,  so 
she  let  her  red  lips  wear  a  smile,  instead 
of  a  frown.  She  could  frown  later  if  they 
talked  again  of  Marie,  she  thought. 

Mrs.  Dainty,  a  few  days  later,  had  called 

at  the  Le  Bon  farm,  as  she  had  promised. 

She  found  the  little  French  woman  very 


132       DOROTHY  IN   THE  COUNTRY 

courteous,  delighted  to  display  her  rich 
embroideries,  and  truly  grateful  for  the 
fine  orders  which  Mrs.  Dainty  gave  her, 
and  for  which  she  agreed  to  pay  so  gen- 
erously. 

Madam  Le  Bon  had  named  a  price  which 
she  hoped  would  please  her  new  customer, 
but  Mrs.  Dainty,  well  knowing  the  worth 
of  the  work,  and  the  long  hours  which 
would  be  required  to  complete  it,  insisted 
upon  paying  a  third  more  than  the  offered 
price,  whereupon  good  Madam  Le  Bon 
called  upon  her  patron  saint  to  bless  the 
generous  lady. 

About  this  time  Vera  became  exceed- 
ingly friendly  with  Sidney  Carleton,  and 
often  might  be  seen  with  him. 

There  were  two  reasons  for  this.  The 
first  was  that  she  thought  if  she  were 
friendly  with  him,  he  might  not  tease  her. 
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The  second  was  that  he  was  not  friendly 
toward  little  Marie. 

Not  that  he  was  imkind  to  her,  but  his 
mother,  a  vain,  silly  woman,  had  taught 
him  to  think  that  the  little  girl  who  was 
the  most  finely  dressed  must  be  the  nicest 
little  girl. 

As  Marie  was  the  little  daughter  of  a 
farmer,  he  thought  it  smart  to  jeer  at  her, 
even  watching  for  a  chance. 

*'  Hello,  country!  "  he  would  shout  when- 
ever she  passed  the  hotel,  whereat  his 
mother  would  smile  at  her  friends,  and  say 
that  her  boy  was  only  playful. 

It  was  a  few  days  after  the  ride  that 
Marie  made  a  cunning  little  basket  from 
some  strips  of  stiff,  white  paper,  weaving 
them  together  with  loving  care.  With 
strawberry  leaves  she  lined  it,  and  filling 
it    with    fresh,    wild    strawberries,    she 
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trudged  over  to  the  hotel  with  the  pretty 
gift  for  Dorothy. 

She  hoped  that  that  boy  who  always 
teased  her  would  be  away  somewhere,  at 
play  with  the  other  boys. 

She  had  thought  that  Dorothy  might  be 
on  the  piazza,  but  the  great  piazza  seemed 
deserted,  the  chairs  rocking  in  the  breeze, 
and  the  hammock  swinging  idly  as  if  long- 
ing for  an  occupant. 

She  hurried  up  the  broad  steps,  and  was 
half  way  toward  the  great  doorway,  when 
she  saw  Sidney  Carleton  lolling  in  a  big 
rocker. 

He  saw  Marie,  and  at  the  same  time  saw 
the  pretty  basket.  '*  Here's  fun! "  he 
thought. 

"  Hello,  country!  I  guess  that's  a  treat 
for  me,  isn't  it?  "  he  called,  as  he  sprang 
from  the  chair. 
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Marie  shrank  back,  but  she  tried  to 
speak  bravely. 

''  I  want  to  find  Dorothy  Dainty,"  she 
said. 

^*  I  guess  likely  she  isn't  at  home,  so  you 
might  give  those  strawberries  to  me.  I 
could  eat  them  in  three  minutes!  "  said 
Sidney,  darting  toward  her  and  attempt- 
ing to  snatch  the  basket. 

Marie  screamed  in  fright,  and  a  trim 
waitress  rushed  out  to  the  piazza. 

^*  You  little  rascal!  "  she  cried,  giving 
him  a  push  to  one  side.  **  Why  do  you 
tease  everything  and  everybody?  It's  not 
ten  minutes  ago  that  I  caught  you  tying  a 
tin  pail  to  the  cat.  Now  you're  trying  to 
torment  this  little  girl.  I  wish  the  hotel 
was  well  rid  of  you." 

^/  I'll  tell  ma  what  you  say,"  said  the 
boy;   '*  you're  nobody  but  a  waitress,  and 
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you've  no  right  to  speak  like  that  to  me. 
I'm  a  gentleman^ s  son." 

The  girl  was  not  in  the  least  frightened. 

"Is  that  so?"  she  said,  with  a  saucy- 
laugh,  "  Well,  I  never  should  have 
dreamed  it." 

Sidney  slunk  away  to  the  end  of  the 
piazza,  and  the  waitress  turned  to  Marie. 

*^  Come  inside  the  hall,"  she  said  kindly, 
'*  and  I'll  send  the  bell-boy  to  call  Miss 
Dorothy.  There  now,  that's  right,  just 
brush  away  your  tears.  That  little  imp  is 
just  nobody  at  aU,  and  you  needn't  mind 
him.  If  he  or  his  mother  was  anybody 
they'd  not  be  seen  bein'  rude  an'  impolite 
to  everyone.  Here's  Miss  Dorothy  now, 
coming  down  the  stairs,  as  sweet  an' 
cheery  as  usual." 

Dorothy  advanced,  with  a  smile  of  wel- 
come. 
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Marie  ran  forward  to  meet  her,  all  her 
unhappiness  forgotten  in  the  joy  of  offer- 
ing her  gift. 

**  Oh,  Marie!  "What  a  dear  little  basket, 
and  what  fine  berries!  Come  right  up  to 
our  rooms  with  me,  and  we'll  show  it  to 
mamma!    Come!  " 

**  I'm  not  dressed  up,"  said  Marie  draw- 
ing back. 

<<  Why,  Marie  Le  Bon!  Your  dress  is 
just  as  fresh  as  it  can  be,  and  so  is  your 
white  apron,  and  looking  fresh  and  crisp  is 
being  dressed.  Mamma  would  say  so,  too. 
You're  just  dear,  and  you  come  with  me." 

She  smiled  so  winningly,  as  she  slipped 
her  hand  through  the  little  French  girl's 
arm,  that  she  smiled  in  return,  and  went 
willingly  up  the  stairway. 

**  I  know  you  have  plenty  of  the  big 
strawberries    at   the   table,"    said   Marie, 
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'*  but  they  don't  give  you  wild  ones,  and 
truly  they  are  fine.  I  ran  out  early  to 
pick  them  with  the  dew-drops  on  the 
leaves." 

**  We'll  step  out  on  the  balcony,  and  you 
and  Nancy  and  I  will  eat  the  berries,  and 
watch  the  ships,  and  guess  where  they  are 
going,  and  what  their  cargo  is.  You  can 
see  the  vessels  from  the  balcony,  because  it 
is  so  high." 


CHAPTER   Vin 


A  WITCHES   CHILD 


nriHE  pretty  basket  was  duly  admired, 
-^  and  the  tkree  little  friends  went  out 
on  the  balcony,  to  watch  the  blue  line  of 
the  sea  and  the  sunlit  sails  of  the  ships. 

Marie  was  wild  with  delight,  and  she  felt 
almost  as  grand  as  if  she  were  living  at 
the  hotel.  Was  she  not  on  the  balcony 
with  the  two  dearest  little  girls  that  she 
had  ever  known? 

And  now  three  ships  sailed  along  the 
line  of  the  distant  sea. 

Each  chose  one,  and  they  insisted  that 
Dorothy's  should  be  the  first. 

**  My   ship,''   said  Dorothy,   '*  is   laden 
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with  heaps  and  heaps  of  gold,  and  I  shall 
give  it  to  little  girls  and  boys.  It  will 
come  in  little  bags,  and  every  child  I  know 
shall  have  a  bag." 

**  Every  child,  whoever  she  may  be?  " 
questioned  Marie,  as  eagerly  as  if  the  game 
were  true. 

**  Whoever  she  may  be,"  answered  Dor- 
othy, dreamily,  as  she  watched  the  dazzling 
sails. 

^*  Then  I  hope  she'll  come  safely  to  the 
port,"  said  Marie.  **  It's  your  turn, 
Nancy." 

**  My  ship  is  next  to  Dorothy's,"  said 
Nancy,  ^'  and  it  carries  great  casks  filled 
full  of  pearls  and  rubies.  When  they're 
brought  ashore,  I'll  have  them  strung,  and 
every  child  I  know  shall  have  a  lovely 
necklace.    Your  turn,  Marie." 

*'  My  ship  is  filled  with  ponies,  as  beau- 
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tiful  as  Dorothy's  Romeo.  I  saw  him 
when  he  came  yesterday,  and  every  child, 
for  miles  and  miles,  shall  ride  a  horse  like 
that." 

*^  That's  a  lovely  wish,''  said  Nancy, 
**  for  of  all  her  pets,  I  think  Dorothy  en- 
joys Romeo  most.  She  wrote  to  her  papa, 
and  told  him  that  she  could  be  contented 
here  all  summer  if  only  the  pony  were 
here,  and  now  he  is  here.'' 

And  while  Dorothy,  Nancy,  and  Marie 
on  the  balcony  were  filling  the  passing 
ships  with  imaginary  cargoes,  two  other 
children  over  on  the  shore  also  watched 
those  same  white  sails,  but  of  what  were 
they  so  earnestly  talking? 

A  sandy  bluff  gleamed  in  the  sunlight, 
and  beyond  the  blue  waves  danced,  tossing 
their  white  caps,  as  if  beckoning  to  the 
children  to  come  and  play  with  them. 
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It  was  Vera  and  Sidney  who  watched 
the  sails,  and  it  was  the  boy  who  was 
speaking. 

**  I  came  'way  over  here  to  please  you, 
but  I  don't  see  any  fun  just  staying  here 
and  staring  at  the  water." 

**  Now,  Sidney  Carleton,  you  said  you'd 
walk  over  to  the  beach  if  you  had  anyone 
to  walk  with,  and  I  said  I'd  go  with  you, 
just  for  company;  you  know  I  did,"  said 
Vera. 

**  Well,  now  we're  here,  can't  you  think 
of  something  we  can  do?  "  he  asked  in 
a  surly  tone.  ''  I  don't  want  to  have  a 
stupid  time." 

^'  I  think  it's  fun  to  watch  the  ships," 
ventured  Vera. 

*'  That's  because  you're  a  girl,  Vera 
Vane,"  Sidney  replied;  '*  why  didn't  I 
know  enough  to  bring  a  hoy  with  me?  " 
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Vera  said  notMng,  but  the  waves  lisped 
a  soft  reply,  and  Sidney  turned  again  to 
look  at  them. 

^^  I  wish  we  had  a  boat,"  he  said,  **  but 
I  suppose  you'd  be  afraid  to  go  out  in  it." 

Vera  remembered  her  last  trip  in  a  boat 
when  she  had  feared  that  she  would  be 
drowned,  but  she  had  no  idea  of  telling 
Sidney  about  that,  so  she  said: 

**  Of  course  I  could  go  with  you,  but  you 
haven't  any  boat." 

She  felt  very  safe,  because  there  was  no 
boat  in  sight. 

*'  I  wish  that  big  ship  off  there  was 
mine,"  said  Sidney,  *^  for  if  it  was  I'd  go 
off  in  it  to,— to,  well,  Africa,  may  be.  Any- 
where  would  be  better  than  an  old  summer 
hotel,  and  nobody  but  girls  to  play  with." 

'*  Now,  Sidney  Carleton!  You  needn't 
be  horrid,  and  say  things  like  that!    I  was 
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going  to  say  if  that  ship  was  yours,  may 
be  I'd  sail  to  Africa  with  you,  but  I 
wouldn't  say  so  now  for  anything.  You 
could  sail  in  your  old  ship  to  anywhere, 
and  I'd  see  you  go,  and  I  wouldn't  even 
say  ^  good-bye,'  so  now." 

Sidney  was  provoking.  He  did  not  look 
at  all  crushed,  and  even  while  Vera  was 
speaking,  he  whistled  softly.  It  was  not 
strange  that  Vera  was  angry.  Sidney  had 
seemed  pleased  when  they  started  out, 
while  now  he  was  anything  but  pleasant 
company. 

He  could  change,  however,  as  quickly  as 
Vera  could,  and  a  moment  later  he  sur- 
prised her  by  saying: 

**  Give  us  your  hand.  Vera,  and  well 
have  a  run  down  the  beach.  You're  not  a 
boy,  but  you're  the  next  best  thing." 

She  was  grateful  for  even  this  half-way 
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Page  143. 
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compliment,  and  clasping  his  offered  hand, 
they  soon  were  speeding  over  the  sand. 

On  and  on  they  flew  until,  half  breath- 
less, they  were  forced  to  rest. 

They  dropped  on  the  sand,  laughing  with 
the  excitement  of  the  race. 

The  white-capped  waves  were  still  dan- 
cing, but  was  the  surf  coming  nearer  than 
before? 

They  crept  a  bit  farther  from  the  water, 
and  each  incoming  wave  forced  them  to 
recede  yet  farther,  until  at  last  they  sat 
among  the  wiry  grass  high  up  on  the  dry, 
white  sand. 

Sidney,  with  his  usual  longing  for  mis- 
chief, looked  about  him  in  search  of  some- 
thing with  which  to  tease  Vera. 

"  There  isn't  an3rthing  on  a  beach,"  he 
thought,  as  he  remembered  that  if  only 
they  had  been  in  the  country  he  could  have 
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found  a  grasshopper,  or  a  bug  of  some  sort 
with  which  to  torment  her.  A  wiry  bit  of 
grass  answered  the  purpose  very  well,  and 
it  was  such  a  pleasure  to  thrust  it  down 
the  back  of  her  neck,  and  then  laugh  at 
her. 

*'  0  my,  my!  What  a  goose,  to  squawk 
like  that  for  nothing  but  a  piece  of  grass!  '' 

"  How  did  I  know  that  it  wasn't  a 
bug?  "  snapped  Vera.  ^^  I'll  tell  you  one 
thing,  Sidney  Carleton!  The  next  time  I 
come  over  here,  I'll  come  alone,  instead  of 
with  a  boy  that  plagues  me  every  minute." 

"  Now,  Vera,  sit  still,  and  stop  scolding, 
while  I  tell  you  something  that  you  don't 
know,"  said  Sidney  in  a  voice  hardly  above 
a  whisper. 

One  might  have  thought  that  he  dared 
not  let  the  waves  hear  what  he  had  to  say. 

Vera  was  aU  attention. 
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'*  It's  about  that  Le  Bon  girl!  "  lie  said, 
and  Vera  looked  really  excited. 

*'  What  about  her?  ''  she  asked. 

«  They  say  her  father  is  a,— a  witch!  '' 

"  A  what?  "  gasped  Vera. 

**  A  witch!  "  repeated  Sidney. 

**  Why  a  witch  is  a  womaUj^^  declared 
Vera. 

**  Well,  he^s  a  ma^^  witch  I  ''  Sidney  in- 
sisted. 

"  I  never  heard  of  a  matz.  witch,''  said 
Vera,  **  and  I've  read  lots  of  fairy  tales 
about  witches,  but  they  have  always  been 
women." 

**  Well,  I  tell  you  he  is  a  man  witch!  " 
said  Sidney,  ^*  and  you'd  believe  it,  I  guess, 
if  you'd  seen  what  I  saw  yesterday  I  '* 

Vera  crowded  closer  to  his  side. 

"  Tell  about  it,  quieh!  "  she  said. 

Sidney  dropped  his  voice  almost  to  a 
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whisper,  so  as  to  make  what  he  had  to  tell 
seem  very  mysterious. 

^'  I  was  over  to  his  farm  yesterday 
morning,"  he  said,  **  and  one  of  his  men 
was  telling  some  boys  that  Mr.  Le  Bon 
was  a  regular  witch,  for  he  could  find  out 
things  that  nobody  else  knows.  He  said 
that  when  any  of  the  farmers  wanted  to 
dig  a  well,  and  didn't  know  where  there 
would  be  water,  Mr.  Le  Bon  could  tell 
him  just  where  to  dig,  and  I  guess  you'll 
be  scared  when  I  tell  you  how  he  tells." 

*'  If  you  don't  tell  me  quick,  I'll 
scream!  "  cried  Vera. 

Sidney  leaned  toward  her  until  his  dark 
head  touched  her  short,  flaxen  curls. 

**  He  takes  a  piece  of  an  apple  tree,  and 
holds  it  awful  tight  in  his  two  hands,  but 
wait,—  When  he  comes  to  a  place  where 
there's  water,  'way  down  deep,— that  piece 
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of  apple  tree  twists  over,  and  then,  points 
whack!  down  on  to  the  ground,  and  they 
do  say  nobody  could  move  it!  Ain't  that 
queer,  ain't  that  witchy,  I'd  like  to 
know?  " 

**  And  is  there  water  there? "  Vera 
whispered. 

**  Every  time!  "  whispered  Sidney,  "  and 
he  mutters  something  when  he's  doing  it, 
and  nobody  knows  what  he  says,  but  folks 
that  listen  are  scared!  " 

^^  Oh,  do  you  believe  he  does  it?  "  asked 
Vera,  her  eyes  wide  with  wonder. 

*^  Of  course  I  do;  didn't  the  man  say 
so? ''  Sidney  replied,  "  and  Marie  can  do 
tricks,  too.  If  I  was  you  I  wouldn't  play 
with  her." 

"  I  don't,  very  often,"  said  Vera,  *^  but 
sometimes  she  comes  to  see  Dorothy  and 
Nancy  when  I'm  with  them,  and  then  I 
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have  to.  She's  with  them  to-day;  Aunt 
Irma's  maid  told  me  so/' 

**  Well,  I  wonder  that  Mrs.  Dainty  lets 
her  come  to  see  Dorothy.  She's  a  witch's 
child,  and  if  they  don't  look  out,  she'll 
bewitch  them  some  day.    See'f  she  don't?  " 

A  cold  wind  swept  in  from  the  sea,  and 
Vera  shivered. 

**  Let's  go  back,"  she  whispered,  at  the 
same  time  looking  over  her  shoulder  as  if 
she  feared  some  witch  or  goblin  might  be 
near. 

Sidney  giggled. 

**  Guess  what  I  told  you  scared  you,'* 
he  said,  ^*  but  you  might  thank  me  for 
telling  you.  Now,  you  can  keep  away  from 
the  witch  girl." 

Vera  said  nothing,  but  she  sprang  from 
her  seat  on  the  wiry  grass,  and  rushed 
toward  the  road  that  led  back  to  the  hotel. 
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**  Wait  for  a  fellow,  can't  you?  "  called 
Sidney;   '^  what's  your  hurry?  " 

^^  Oh,  nothing,  only  I  want  to  get  home," 
she  said,  but  as  she  spoke  she  commenced 
to  run,  and  Sidney  found  it  no  joke  to  keep 
up  with  her. 

When  he  did  overtake  her,  he  could  not 
coax  her  to  talk,  and  when  they  reached 
the  hotel,  she  hurried  up  the  steps,  across 
the  piazza,  and  up  the  stairway  to  her 
room. 

Sidney  looked  after  her  flying  figure. 

*'  What  a  funny  girl!  "  he  said. 

Up  in  her  room.  Vera  threw  herself  into 
a  large  chair,  and  sat  staring  at  the  tip  of 
her  shoe,  as  if  it  were  the  only  interesting 
thing  to  look  at. 

It  was  only  a  few  moments  that  she  sat 
there,  however,  for  an  idea  that  charmed 
her  came   into  her  busy  brain,   and   she 
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sprang  to  the  floor,  shaking  her  flaxen 
curls,  and  laughing  with  delight. 

*'  I  was  a  regular  silly  to  let  Sidney's 
little  yam  scare  me  so,''  she  said.  **  It 
soimded  awful,  though,  out  there  on  the 
shore,  but  here  it's  different.  I  know  just 
what  I'U  do!  I'll  tell  what  he  told  me, 
and,  oh,  I  know  who  I'll  tell  it  to  first!  " 

She  ran  out  into  the  upper  hall,  and 
looked  over  the  oak  balustrade,  to  learn  if 
any  one  of  her  playmates  were  in  the  hall 
below.  There  was  one  whom  she  eagerly 
hoped  to  see,  but  not  a  child  was  in  sight, 
and  as  she  looked.  Aunt  Irma,  with 
M'sieur  Le  Moyne  came  in  from  the  pi- 
azza. 

He  seemed  to  be  asking  some  question 
which  Miss  Irma  did  not  care  to  answer, 
for  she  only  shook  her  head,  and  turned 
toward  the  stairway. 
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Vera  ran  back  to  her  room,  and  when 
the  young  lady  entered,  the  little  girl  sat 
curled  up  in  the  big  reed  chair,  as  if  she 
had  been  there  at  least  half  the  afternoon. 

**  Why,  Vera,  why  aren't  you  playing 
with  the  other  children?  You  are  surely 
having  a  dull  time  sitting  here.  Dorothy 
and  Nancy  are  down  on  the  piazza." 

Vera  took  no  notice  of  what  Irma  had 
said.    Instead  she  asked  a  question. 

"  Isn't  it  almost  dinner  time? "  she 
asked. 

**  Not  for  half  an  hour,"  Aunt  Irma  re- 
plied, as  she  removed  her  hat,  and  began 
to  re-arrange  her  bright  hair  that  the 
breeze  had  roughly  tossed. 

*'  O  dear!  "  sighed  Vera,  '*  a  whole  half- 
hour,  and  the  Dray  tons  aren't  coming  in 
from  their  picnic  until  after  dinner." 

And  what  if  they  are  not  here  until 
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after  we  dine?  ''  questioned  Aunt  Irma, 
at  the  same  time  looking  sharply  at  her 
little  niece. 

**  Oh,  nothing,  only  I  had  something  to 
tell  to  Trixy,  and  I  hate  to  have  to  wait,'' 
replied  Vera. 

<«  Why,  Vera,  I  thought  you  hardly 
knew  that  Drayton  child!  "  said  Aunt 
Irma;  **  have  you  been  playing  with  her 
when  I've  been  out  yachting  or  driving?  " 

She  was  a  very  young  aunt,  and  she 
suddenly  remembered  that  she  had  left 
Vera,  much  of  the  time,  to  do  as  she 
wished,  and  no  one  could  guess  what  she 
might  wish  to  do. 

^'  1  know  that  you  remember  that  I  said 
that  I  did  not  wish  you  to  be  often  with 
her,"  she  continued,  *^  and  have  you  been 
playing  with  her?  " 

*'  I  said  1  had  something  to  tell  her,'' 
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said  Vera,  instead  of  answering  the  ques- 
tion. 

'*  Have  you  been  playing  with  her?  " 
Aunt  Irma  insisted. 

^^  Her  name  is  really  Beatrix,  but  they 
caU  her  Trixy,"  said  Vera,  ''  and  don't  you 
think  Trixy  is  a  pretty  name?  " 

'*  I  think  it  doesn't  matter  whether  her 
name  is  Beatrix  or  Trixy;  she  is  a  mis- 
chievous child,  a  little  madcap,  and  I  don't 
see  why  you  care  to  be  with  her  when  you 
have  such  dear  little  friends  as  Dorothy 
Dainty  and  Nancy  Ferris." 

^^1  do  like  Dorothy  and  Nancy  best," 
admitted  Vera,  *'  but  when  they  choose  to 
invite  that  Le  Bon  girl  up  here,  I  go  off 
to  play  with  Trixy  Drayton." 

"  I  think  little  Marie  Le  Bon  is  much 
gentler  and  more  attractive,"  said  Aunt 
Irma. 
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^'  Well,  /  don't,''  said  Vera  stubbornly. 

"  You  are  too  much  for  me  to  manage, 
and  I  wish  your  mother  were  coming  here 
to-day,  instead  of  three  weeks  from  to- 
day,'' said  Irma  in  despair,  while  Vera 
wondered  how  many  wild  pranks  could  be 
crowded  into  three  weeks.  Her  lovely 
young  aunt  was  very  popular,  and  there 
were  hours  and  hours  when  Vera  was  free 
to  do  as  she  pleased,  with  no  one  to  ques- 
tion her.  When  Mrs.  Vane  arrived  it 
would  be  different.  She  would  not  let 
Vera  run  wild. 

Vera  decided  that  she  could  not  wait 
very  long  to  tell  what  she  had  to  tell  to 
Trixy  Drayton.  She  wondered  if,  by 
chance,  the  Draytons  had  returned. 

She  waited  until  Aunt  Irma  was  hunting 
in  her  trunk  for  the  fancy  girdle  that  be- 
longed with  the  dress  that  she  had  chosen 


A    WITCH'S   CHILD  157 

to  wear  at  dinner.  Then,  like  a  flash, 
Vera  slipped  from  her  chair,  and  hurried 
out  into  the  hall,  and  down  the  stairs. 

'^  Vera!  Vera!  "  called  Aunt  Irma,  but 
Vera  did  not,  or  would  not  hear.  As  luck 
would  have  it,  the  Draytons  arrived  sooner 
than  they  had  expected,  and  thus  it  hap- 
pened that  Trixy  ran  in  at  the  open  door 
at  just  the  time  that  Vera  wished  to  see 
her. 

The  coaching  party  had  been  made  up  of 
grown  people,  and  Trixy  had  clamored  to 
be  allowed  to  go,  but  she  had  tired  of  it, 
and  heartily  wished  that  she  had  remained 
at  the  hotel  at  play  with  her  little  friends. 

Of  course  she  was  delighted  when  Vera 
rushed  towards  her,  with  the  charming 
news  that  she  had  a  secret  to  tell. 

To  make  it  even  more  interesting,  Vera 
insisted  that   she  must   wait   until   after 
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dinner  to  tell  what  she  had  heard,  but  that 
then,  she  could  tell  it  all! 

Then  hearing  Aunt  Irma's  footsteps  in 
the  upper  hall,  Vera  allowed  Trixy  to  fol- 
low her  mamma  into  the  great  dining- 
room,  and  thus  when  Irma  came  down  the 
stairway,  she  found  Vera,  quite  alone, 
waiting  for  her. 


CHAPTER  IX 

AN  ENTERTAINMENT 

XT  ERA  and  Trixy  Drayton  had  agreed 
^  to  meet  after  dinner,  but  it  happened 
that  Vera's  secret  had  to  be  kept  until  the 
next  morning,  because  Aunt  Irma  watched 
her  so  closely  that  she  could  not  get  away. 
**  I  want  you  to  stay  with  me,"  she  said, 
and  Vera  dared  not  refuse. 

**  There  is  to  be  a  fine  entertainment 
this  evening,  and  I'll  let  you  stay  up  and 
enjoy  it,"  she  said,  and  Vera  wondered 
how  many  of  the  other  children  would  be 
sent  off  to  bed  in  charge  of  their  maids. 
She  thought  it  very  fine  to  be  allowed  to 
stay  up  all  the  evening  just  as  if  she  were 
grown  up. 

169 
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**  I'll  have  the  fun  to-night,  and  to-mor- 
row morning  I'll  run  off  somewhere  with 
Trixy  Drayton,"  she  whispered  softly  to 
herself. 

The  entertainment  had  been  hastily  pre- 
pared. The  story  of  a  fishing  schooner 
that,  unseen  in  the  mist  that  had  hung  over 
the  sea,  had  been  rim  down  by  a  passing 
steamer;  of  its  master  and  owner  having 
lost  his  little  vessel,  and  all  that  it  con- 
tained; of  his  wife  and  children,  who  clung 
to  him,  thankful  that  his  life  had  been 
spared,  but  wondering  how  he  could  earn 
a  livelihood  with  the  schooner  gone,  and 
no  money  with  which  to  buy  another,  had 
touched  the  hearts  of  the  guests  at  the 
hotel. 

A  fine  sum  of  money  was  collected,  and 
then  it  occurred  to  Jack  Helmsmere  that 
an  entertainment,  for  which  an  admission 
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would  be  charged,  would  add  materially  to 
the  amount. 

There  were  a  number  of  good  singers 
among  the  guests,  and  each  agreed  to  sing. 
A  pianist  volunteered  to  give  two  solos,  a 
violinist  also  offered  to  play,  and  then 
some  one  told  Jack  that  Nancy  Ferris 
could  dance.  Dorothy  and  Nancy  had 
heard  the  story  of  the  lost  vessel. 

Mrs.  Dainty  had  contributed  very  gen- 
erously, and  when  Jack  Helmsmere  asked 
Nancy  if  she  would  do  a  little  fancy  dance, 
she  was  very  eager  to  comply. 

May    I? "    she    asked    Mrs.    Dainty. 

I'm  just  a  little  girl,  and  I  haven't  much 
to  give,  but  I  can  do  a  fine  dance  for  them, 
if  you  are  willing,  and  I  would  so  like  to 
give  something." 

*'  You  shall  surely  dance  for  them,  and 
while  you  have  no  fancy  costumes  with 
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you,  your  white  gauze,  with  a  wreath  of 
fresh  flowers,  will  look  very  nice,"  Mrs. 
Dainty  replied. 

^^  And  might  Dorothy  sing?  '^  asked 
iNancy,  for,  knowing  that  her  own  little 
solo  dance  would  win  much  favor,  she 
longed  to  have  Dorothy's  talent  equally 
admired. 

And  when,  later,  the  guests  were  seated 
in  the  great  ball  room,  and  a  number  of 
singers  had  rendered  fine  solos,  none  was 
more  admired  than  the  ^*  Song  of  the 
Fairies,"  which  Dorothy  sang. 

Indeed,  she  looked  like  a  fairy,  with  her 
golden  curls  framing  her  lovely  little  face. 
Her  frock  was  of  blue  muslin,  and  her 
stockings  and  shoes  were  of  the  same  deli- 
cate hue,  and  as  she  stood  beside  the  piano 
while  the  prelude  of  her  song  was  being 
played,  many  of  the  guests  spoke,  in  whis- 
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pers,  of  her  beauty,  her  gentleness,  and 
her  unaffected  manner. 

Mrs.  Dainty  had  trained  the  little  voice 
very  carefully,  and  Dorothy  sang  with  skill 
such  as  few  children  possess. 

She  smiled  when  they  applauded,  and 
seemed  only  glad  that  her  song  had  given 
pleasure,  and  with  a  graceful  little  bow, 
returned  to  a  seat  between  her  mother  and 
Aunt  Charlotte. 

She  knew  what  the  next  number  was  to 
be,  and  she  waited,  looking  towards  the 
stage,  her  hands  tightly  clasped,  her  eyes 
full  of  eager  interest. 

There  was  a  doorway  at  the  back  of  the 
stage,  but  the  audience  could  not  see  that 
because  potted  plants  and  masses  of  beau- 
tiful flowers  completely  hid  it  from  view. 

Jack  Helmsmere  had  helped  to  arrange 
the   decorations,   and   the   lovely   arch   of 
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flowers  and  foliage  which  graced  the  centre 
of  the  stage  had  been  planned  by  him,  to 
make  a  pretty  setting  for  Nancy's  dance. 

A  violinist  took  his  place  beside  the 
piano,  and  the  opening  measures  of  a 
charming  waltz  set  many  feet  tapping. 

A  little  movement  among  the  foliage  and 
flowers  caused  every  eye  to  turn  that  way. 

Like  the  song  of  a  merry  bird  the  violin 
gave  forth  a  liquid  trill,  and  a  dark-eyed 
little  elf  looked  out  from  between  the 
leaves,  laughing  at  the  surprised  faces  of 
the  audience.  Then  the  foliage  parted  and 
out  from  the  arch  ran  Nancy,  her  dark 
curls  flying,  her  white  gauze  skirt  flutter- 
ing, as  upon  the  tips  of  her  white  slippers 
she  tripped  across  the  stage  in  perfect  time 
with  the  silvery  strains  of  the  waltz.  On 
her  head  lightly  rested  a  wreath  of  flowers, 
while   around  her  waist   a   golden   girdle 
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gave  a  bright  bit  of  color  to  her  costume. 
Down  to  the  front  of  the  stage  she  flew, 
poised  for  an  instant  upon  one  toe,  then, 
whirling  rapidly  about,  she  crossed  her 
slippered  feet,  and,  doing  the  pretty  rock- 
ing step,  crossed  to  the  other  end  of  the 
stage. 

A  blossom  dropped  from  the  arch,  and 
Nancy  caught  it  up,  clasped  it  to  her  heart, 
touched  it  with  her  lips,  and,  with  a  laugh, 
tossed  it  out  among  the  eager  crowd  of 
guests.  It  was  Sidney  Carleton  who 
caught  it,  and  Trixy  Drayton  wondered 
why  he  tucked  it  into  the  inner  breast- 
pocket of  his  jacket. 

Young  Le  Moyne  saw  the  act,  and 
understood. 

'*  The  lad  is  fond  of  la  petite  Nancy,  and 
already  he  is  one  sentimentale,"  he  softly 
whispered. 
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The  boy  leaned  forward  to  watch  the 
graceful  figure,  and  wondered  how  it  could 
be  that  Nancy  could  trip  across  the  stage 
as  lightly  as  a  bit  of  thistle  down. 

Ah,  now  she  was  whirling  like  a  top,  her 
amis  outstretched,  her  gauze  skirts  flut- 
tering, and  still  the  winsome  tones  of  the 
violin  lent  wings  to  her  tireless  feet. 

Forward  she  flew,  to  smile  at  their  eager 
faces,  then,  receding,  she  whirled  swiftly 
about,  swept  a  low  curtsey,  and  running 
through  the  green  arch,  disappeared  be- 
hind the  flowering  plants. 

A  crash  of  applause  followed,  and  what 
a  buzz  of  whispered  comments  passed  from 
lip  to  lip! 

"  What  a  delightful  little  elf!  " 

**  Where  do  you  suppose  she  learned  to 
dance  like  that?" 

"  Wasn't  it  wonderful  to  see  a  child  do 
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a  dance  so  gracefully,  and  upon  the  tips  of 
her  toes  at  that?  " 

Mrs.  Drayton  and  Mrs.  Carleton  sat  side 
by  side. 

Mrs.  Carleton  had  been  watching  Nancy 
through  her  jewelled  lorgnette,  but  now 
that  the  dance  was  ended,  she  leaned 
toward  her  friend. 

**  Very  pretty,  I'm  sure,  but  just  a  bit 
too  theatrical,  don't  you  think?  "  she 
asked. 

She  was  a  silly  woman  who  thought  it 
smart  to  find  a  fault  in  everyone,  and  who 
also  never  remembered  to  be  kind. 

**  She  has  danced  in  a  theatre,  I'm  told," 
said  Mrs.  Drayton. 

**  Oh,  is  it  possible!  Well,  I  must  see 
that  my  dear  boy  is  not  too  often  playing 
with  her,"  Mrs.  Carleton  replied,  at  which 
the  dear  boy,  having  heard  what  she  said. 
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made  a  hideous  face  behind  her  back,  at 
the  same  time  whispering  softly: 

'*  I'll  play  with  Nancy  just  every  time 
I  get  a  chance,  so  now." 

'*  What's  that  you  say,  Sidney,  dear?  '' 
she  asked,  then  receiving  no  reply,  she 
again  turned  toward  Mrs.  Drayton.  **  He's 
such  a  gentle  boy,  I  have  to  watch  him 
for  fear  that  some  rough  child  may  prove 
a  bad  example  for  him." 

Captain  Atherton  leaned  forward  to 
speak  to  the  lady. 

*^  If  you'll  pardon  me,  madam,  I  wish 
to  call  your  attention  to  the  fact  that  there 
was  nothing  very  gentle  about  the  way  in 
which  he  threw  a  tin  pailful  of  sand  down 
on  to  my  head  this  afternoon,  from  an 
upper  piazza." 

''Dear,  dear!  Did  Sidney  do  that?" 
she  asked,  with  a  laugh.     *'  Now,  really. 
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captain,  you  mustn't  mind  his  little  ways. 
He's  very  playful." 

''  For  fear  he  hadn't  been  sufficiently 
disagreeable,  he  ran  off  with  my  cane,  and 
finally  broke  it,  using  it  to  pry  rocks  out 
of  the  ground." 

'^  If  you  loved  children  as  I  do  you'd 
realize  that  they  must  have  a  little  fun. 
Remember,  Captain  Atherton,  that  you 
were  once  a  boy." 

^^  I  do  remember,  madam,"  was  the 
sharp  reply,  *'  and  I  also  remember  that 
my  mother  did  not  permit  me  to  be  a 
young  rowdy." 

Having  thus  spoken  his  mind,  the 
doughty  captain  left  his  seat  to  join  a 
group  of  gentlemen  at  the  rear  of  the 
room. 

**  Really,  the  captain  was  very  rude," 
said  Mrs.  Carleton. 
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**  But  everyone  thinks  that  you  should 
not  let  Sidney  run  wild,"  Mrs.  Drayton 
replied. 

<<  Why,  what  are  you  doing,  Trixy?  " 
she  asked;  ''  of  all  things,  to  be  using  my 
lace  handkerchief  to  dust  your  shoes 
with!  " 

**  Perhaps  your  little  Trixy  needs  a  bit 
of  watching,"  sniffed  Mrs.  Carleton.  **  A 
handkerchief  is  hardly  the  thing  to  clean 
shoes  with." 

**  At  least  the  handkerchief  is  mme," 
snapped  Mrs.  Drayton;  '*  if  your  Sidney 
had  done  it,  he  would  have  taken  some- 
thing that  did  not  belong  to  him  or  his 
family." 

Mrs.  Carleton  moved  her  chair  away 
from  Mrs.  Drayton,  and  turned  to  talk 
with  another  friend,  while  Mrs.  Drayton, 
taking  Trixy  by  the  hand,  crossed  the  room 
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to  join  a  little  group  of  ladies  who  still 
were  talking  of  Nancy's  dancing. 

The  only  one  in  the  great  ball-room  who 
was  not  excited  w^as  Nanc}^  It  was  as 
easy  for  her  to  dance  as  to  breathe.  The 
long  hours  which  she  had  been  forced  to 
spend  in  practising  the  fancy  steps  had 
trained  her  talent  for  graceful  motion,  and 
if  Bonfanti  had  been  a  harsh  teacher,  he 
had  also  been  a  faithful  one. 

She  had  been  sad  and  homesick  during 
the  long  months  that  she  had  been  kept 
from  her  beautiful  home  by  her  old  Uncle 
Steve,  and  forced  to  dance  at  the  theatre. 

How  different  was  this  evening!  Aunt 
Charlotte,  Mrs.  Dainty,  and  Dorothy  had 
watched  her  with  loving  eyes,  and  she  had 
danced  to  help  win  money  for  the  sailor 
and  his  family.  Uncle  Steve  had  never 
loved  her,  his  only  thought  being  given  to 
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the  money  that  her  dancing  would  bring. 
Was  it  strange  that  she  had  not  enjoyed 
dancing  for  him? 

She  seemed  not  to  know  that  her  dan- 
cing was  at  all  wonderful,  and  she  was 
puzzled  that  the  guests  who  crowded 
around  her  should  say  so  much  about  it. 

Afterward,  when  in  her  own  room,  Aunt 
Charlotte  was  helping  to  remove  her  cos- 
tume, she  told  the  thoughts  that  filled  her 
mind. 

*^  I  was  glad  that  they  liked  my  dancing, 
but  why  do  they  think  it  is  wonderful!  " 
she  asked. 

'*  It  was  Bonfanti's  teaching  that  made 
me  do  it  so  nicely.  Couldn't  any  little  girl 
learn  it  as  well?  " 

Aunt  Charlotte  took  the  little  face  be- 
tween her  hands,  and  looked  into  the 
thoughtful,  brown  eyes. 
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*'  Of  all  the  hundreds  who  have  seen 
you  dance,  dear,  not  one  has  ever  looked 
with  more  love  or  admiration  than  has 
your  Aunt  Charlotte.  And  Nancy,  when 
you  remember  that  your  young  mother 
who  died  when  you  were  a  baby  was  a 
famous  dancer,  it  is  not  strange  that  you 
should  inherit  her  grace,  and  her  love  of 
motion." 

*^  She  was  good,  they  say,"  whispered 
Nancy,  ^^  and  for  her  sake,  I  will  only 
dance  for  some  good  reason,  like  this  to- 
day. Mr.  Helmsmere  said  that  he  could 
sell  more  tickets  if  I  danced  for  the  people, 
and  was  that  as  good  as  giving  money?  " 

*^  Better  than  giving  money,  for  you 
gave  of  yourself.  Dear,  do  you  under- 
stand? " 

'*  Yes,  I  think  so.  You  mean  that  it  is 
the  same  as  if  I  had  earned  for  the  poor 


174        DOROTHY  IN   THE   COUNTRY 

sailor,  and  I  do  so  like  to  think  that.  Lit- 
tle girls  are  some  use,  aren't  they?  "  ques- 
tioned Nancy. 

^*  Little  girls  who  are  loving  are  a  bless- 
ing,'' Aunt  Charlotte  said.  Nancy's  play- 
mates had  each  a  different  view  of  her  part 
in  the  entertainment. 

**  In  all  the  world  there  is  no  other  little 
girl  so  dear  as  Nancy,"  thought  Dorothy, 
and  her  eyes  sparkled  as  she  thought  of 
the  generous  applause  that  Nancy  had  re- 
ceived. 

*'  Nancy's  a  brick!  "  said  Sidney  Carle- 
ton  to  himself,  **  and  I  don't  care  what 
ma  says,  I  will  play  with  her." 

Trixy  Drayton  rarely  gave  more  than 
two  minutes'  thought  to  anything.  She  had 
enjoyed  seeing  the  pretty  dance,  but  ten 
minutes  after,  she  had  forgotten  all  but  the 
bare  fact  that  Nancy  had  danced. 
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When  her  maid  had  helped  to  undress 
her,  she  had  questioned  Trixy. 

''  Sure,  Miss  Trixy,  you  might  tell  me 
what  it  looked  like,  as  long  as  I  couldn't 
see  it,"  the  maid  coaxed. 

"  Well,  how  can  I?"  said  Trixy,  **  when 
I  don't  remember.  I  saw  her  do  all  the 
fancy  steps,  but  all  I  know  now  is  that  she 
whirled  round  and  round  on  tips  of  her 
toes,  and  kept  on  whirling  till  she  stopped, 
and  that's  all." 

^'  I  wonder  you  remember  that  she 
stopped,"  snapped  the  maid. 

^^  If  you're  saucy  to  me  I'll  tell  ma," 
threatened  the  spoiled  child,  and  the  maid, 
fearing  a  scolding  from  her  mistress,  said 
no  more. 

Vera  had  enjoyed  the  pretty  sight  least 
of  all. 

She  liked  Nancy,  and  knew  that  she  had 
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looked  very  beautiful  in  her  fluttering 
white  gauze,  and  the  wreath  of  bright 
blossoms,  but  Vera  always  wished  to  be 
the  one,  the  only  child  to  attract  attention, 
so,  of  course,  she  could  not  see  Nancy's 
rare  grace,  or  listen  to  the  wild  applause, 
and  be  happy. 

*'  I  suppose  to-morrow  morning  the 
folks  on  the  piazza  will  talk  of  nothing 
else  but  Nancy  and  her  dancing,"  she 
thought,  as  she  lay  thinking  of  the  concert 
before  she  went  to  sleep. 

^'  I  guess  I'll  do  as  I  said  I  would,"  she 
continued,  ^'  and  run  off  somewhere  with 
Trixy,  the  first  thing  after  breakfast,  I'll 
have  some  fun!  " 

The  next  morning  dawned  bright  and 
sunny,  and  Vera,  as  she  stood  waiting  for 
Trixy,   tapped  her  foot  impatiently,   and 
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wondered  if  she  ever  would  come  from  the 
dining-room. 

^'  Oh,  here  you  are! ''  she  cried,  when 
Trixy  appeared.  **  I  thought  you'd  never 
come  out,  and  IVe  been  waiting  ever  since 
yesterday  to  tell  you  something." 

''  Well,  what  is  the  secret? "  Trixy 
asked. 

'*  I  won't  tell  it  here,"  Vera  replied, 
'*  so  let's  run  down  to  the  beach.  We  can 
talk  there  without  anybody  listening." 

**  But  why  do  we  have  to  go  off  any- 
where? "  Trixy  asked;  *^  come  sit  in  the 
hammock,  and  tell  me  right  here." 

^*  I  sha'n't  do  any  such  thing!  "  declared 
Vera.  "It's  half  the  fim  of  having  a  se- 
cret to  tell  it  way  off  somewhere,  and  if 
you'll  come  over  to  the  beach  I'll  tell  it. 
If  you  won't,  I'll  keep  it,  and  just  tell  it 
to  somebody  else!  " 
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Trixy  decided  to  go. 

*'  Come  along! ''  she  said,  **  I  guess  it 
will  be  more  fun  to  rmi  off,  and  hear  it, 
beside  mamma  said  I  was  to  have  my  hair 
shampooed  this  morning,  and  I  don't  want 
to." 

**  And  Aunt  Irma  said  I  was  to  be  very 
nice  to  M'sieur  Le  Moyne  if  he  came  to 
talk  to  me,  and  to  say  something  about  her 
having  an  engagement  for  this  forenoon, 
and  I  don't  want  to  bother  with  him.  0 
dear!  Here  he  is  now,  and  I'll  have  to 
listen  to  what  he  says.  I've  more  than 
half  forgotten  what  Aunt  Irma  told  me  to 
say." 

The  yoimg  man  looked  very  eager  as  he 
came  up  to  Vera. 

^*  Will  you  tell  your  beautiful  aunt,  Mees 
Irma,  that  I  and  my  yacht  already  for  her 
wait?  "  he  said. 
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^*  'Tisn't  any  use  to  tell  her,  for  she  told 
me  to  tell  you  that  she's  engaged,"  said 
Vera  bluntly. 

The  young  man's  dark  cheek  turned 
very  pale,  and  he  stared  at  Vera  for  a 
moment,  and  then,  without  a  word,  turned 
squarely  about,  and  walked  away. 

**  Come  along,  Trixy,"  cried  Vera,  and 
away  they  ran  down  the  piazza  steps 
across  the  wiry  grass,  and  out  on  to  the 
sunny  road  that  led  to  the  beach. 


CHAPTER  X 

A   WATER -WITCH 

/^N,  on  they  ran  as  if  they  feared  that 
^-^  the  secret  would  not  keep  until  they 
reached  the  beach. 

And  when  at  last  they  sat  side  by  side 
upon  the  sand,  Vera  drew  a  very  long 
breath,  and  leaning  toward  Trixy  she  said: 

**  Listen!  Ill  tell  the  secret  now!  " 

So  she  repeated  what  Sidney  Carleton 
had  told  of  Marie  Le  Bon's  father,  and 
how  he  could  carry  an  apple-tree  bough 
before  him,  and  thus  find  the  exact  place 
where  a  well  should  be  dug,  and  that  Sid- 
ney had  called  him  a  witch  man. 

Trixy  looked  off  across  the  water.  After 
a  moment  she  said  coolly: 
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*^  Is  that  all  you  have  to  tell  for  a  se- 
cret? " 

Vera  gasped.  She  had  expected  to  see 
Trixy  greatly  excited. 

*^  But,  Trixy/'  she  said,  '*  don't  you  see 
that  if  her  father  is  a  witch  man^  Marie  is 
a  witch  girl?  " 

*^  A  witch  girl,  did  you  say?  "  asked 
Trixy,  for  the  first  time  showing  a  bit  of 
interest. 

**  Yes,  a  witch  girl,^^  insisted  Vera,  *'  and 
Sidney  says  if  we  aren't  careful,  she'll 
bewitch  us!  " 

'*  Why,  I  don't  believe  that,"  Trixy  said, 
*^  but  all  the  same  it  will  be  fun  to  tell." 

*'  Yes,  that's  just  it,"  agreed  Vera. 

"  I  guess  I'll  begin  to  tell  it  as  soon  as 
we  get  back  to  the  hotel.  Let's  race,  and 
see  who  will  get  there  first,"  said  Trixy. 

"I'm  not  ready  to  leave  here  yet,"  Vera 
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answered,  sharply.  *^  I  want  to  sit  out 
there  on  that  funny  little  piece  of  beach. 
Come!  It  is  higher  than  where  we  are 
now,  and  we  can  look  off  across  the  water.'' 

Trixy  did  not  move. 

^^  The  water  looks  queer,  doesn't  it?" 
she  asked. 

**  No  it  doesn't  look  queer  at  all,"  said 
Vera.  ^^  It  looks  like  water,  and  that's 
what  it  is.    Come  along!  " 

Of  course  Trixy  followed,  and  soon  they 
sat  upon  the  spot  which  had  so  charmed 
Vera. 

It  was  a  bit  of  beach  around  which,  at 
high  tide,  the  breakers  had  washed,  until 
it  had  taken  the  form  of  a  tiny  peninsula 
crowned  with  wiry  grass. 

**  Why  don't  you  talk? "  questioned 
Vera. 

*'  I    was    watching    the    waves,"    said 
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Trixy,  **  and  I  think  they're  just  the 
queerest  color.  They're  gray,  and  don't 
you  see  that  the  foam  looks  dirty?  " 

''  Well,  and  what  if  it  does?  "  said  Vera, 
*'  and  what  if  the  waves  are  gray?  Look 
at  the  sky!  It  was  blue  when  we  started 
out,  and  now  it's  all  cloudy.  The  water 
isn't  ever  blue  when  the  sky  is  so  overcast. 
Don't  you  know  that?  " 

**  Well,  anyway,  I  don't  like  the  way  it 
looks.  I  wouldn't  wonder  if  there 'd  be  a 
thunder  storm,  or,  maybe,  even  a  cyclone. 
If  there  was  a  cyclone,  we'd  be  swept 
right  off  this  little  piece  of  beach,  and 
straight  into  the  water!  "  declared  Trixy. 

**  We  would  not!  "  snapped  Vera,  **  You 
know  we  would  not!  " 

*^  We  would!  "  said  Trixy,  *^  and  we'd 
be  drowned,  and  I'll  tell  you  one  thing, 
Vera  Vane!    If  folks  asked  me  how  it  hap- 
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pened,  I'd  say  you  made  me  come  over 
here  when  I  didn't  want  tol  " 

^*  Well,  if  you  had  been  drowned  I  guess 
you  couldn't  tell  how  it  happened,"  re- 
plied Vera,  with  a  teasing  laugh. 

Trixy  took  no  notice  of  what  Vera  had 
said.  Instead  she  again  looked  out  across 
the  water. 

**  Is  the  tide  coming  in,  or  going  out?  " 
she  asked.  ^^  Do  you  know?  I  mean  do  you 
know  surely?  " 

'^  1  never  can  tell,"  said  Vera,  **  and  it 
really  doesn't  matter." 

**  It  does  matter,  if  you  don't  want  us 
to  be  drowned!  "  said  Trixy. 

**  Oh,  what  a  'fraidie  cat!  "  said  Vera, 
and  again  she  laughed,  as  she  cried: 
''  Who's  afraid  of  the  water?    Not  I." 

To  be  laughed  at  was  vexing,  but  to  be 
called  a   '*  'fraidie   cat  "  was  more   than 
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Trixy  would  bear.  She  sprang  to  her  feet 
and  faced  Vera. 

'^  I'm  going  straight  back  to  the  hotel," 
she  said,  ''  and  if  you  care  to  stay  here 
and  get  soaked  you  can,  but  I  won't.  Just 
look  at  those  waves,  Vera  Vane!  I  tell 
you  that  tide  is  coming  in!  '' 

^*  And  I  say  it's  going  out,  and  I  guess 
I  know,  but  if  you're  so  scared  I  don't 
want  you  to  stay,"  said  Vera. 

^^  I'm  not  going  to!  "  cried  Trixy,  al- 
ready a  little  distance  from  Vera. 

Vera  did  not  turn  to  look  at  Trixy;  in- 
stead, she  leaned  her  elbows  upon  her 
knees,  her  chin  in  her  hands,  and  looked 
far  out  to  sea. 

Trixy  ran  on  over  the  level  road,  some- 
times turning  to  look  back  at  the  stubborn 
little  figure,  but  Vera  did  not  turn,  and 
soon  a  bend  of  the  road  hid  her  from  view. 
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As  soon  as  Trixy  reached  the  hotel,  she 
sought  those  of  her  little  friends  that  she 
thought  would  most  quickly  repeat  her 
story,  and  to  them  she  told  what  Vera  had 
said. 

In  less  than  fifteen  minutes  everyone 
was  talking  of  the  strange  story,  and  won- 
dering if  Marie  were  really  a  dangerous 
child  to  have  in  the  neighborhood.  Trixy 
had  not  remembered  what  Vera  had  told 
about  Mr.  Le  Bon,  and  his  search  for  well- 
water,  so  she  only  hinted  darkly  that  the 
farmer  and  his  wife  were  in  the  habit  of 
doing  very  strange  things,  and  that  Marie 
was  not  less  strange  than  they. 

'*  She'll  bewitch  us  if  we  get  too  near 
her,"  she  said,  and  a  few  silly  children 
believed  her. 

The  children  were  not  the  only  ones  who 
listened  to  the,  story. 
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Mrs.  Carleton,  idly  rocking  in  a  huge 
reed  chair,  turned  to  hear  what  it  was  that 
the  others  found  so  interesting. 

**  What's  that  you  say,  dear? ''  she 
asked. 

**  I  say  one  of  the  fellows  told  me  that 
there's  spooks  and  things  down  on  the 
Le  Bon  farm,  and  he  says  it  isn't  safe 
to  be  down  there  after  dark,"  said  Sid- 
ney. 

^*  Dear,  dear,  what  a  dreadful  tale! " 
said  Mrs.  Carleton;  **  it  quite  gets  on  my 
nerves.  If  that  farm  is  spooky,  I'm  glad 
it  is  no  nearer  to  this  hotel.  I  do  wish  the 
other  children  would  be  careful  about  tell- 
ing stories  to  Sidney.  The  dear  boy  is  so 
sensitive  that  he  ought  not  to  hear  such 
tales." 

**  Oh,  pshaw!  "  said  Sidney,  in  his  usual 
rude  manner,  **  I'm  going  down  there  after 
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dark  to  see  if  I  can  catch  a  spook  in  my 
scoop  net.  It's  strong  enougli  to  hold  min- 
nows; will  it  hold  a  spook?  What  does  a 
spook  look  like  anyhow?  Say,  ma,  what 
does  it?  " 

**  Sidney,  darling,  you  really  give  me 
quite  a  turn.  You  mustn't  go  near  that 
horrid  place,  or  those  very  common  people. 
Remember,  you're  a  Carleton!  "  said  his 
mother,  to  which  the  dear  boy  replied: 

'^  Aw!  I'm  sick  of  being  a  Carleton!  I'd 
rather  be  just  anybody,  and  have  a  little 
fun!  " 

Prom  a  sheltered  corner  of  the  piazza 
Mrs.  Dainty  and  her  party  had  heard  the 
silly  chatter  regarding  the  Le  Bons.  With 
her  eyes  wide  with  surprise,  and  her  red 
lips  parted,  Dorothy  had  listened  to  Trixy 
and  her  friends,  as  they  told  and  re-told 
each  other  that  Marie  was  surely  able  to 
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bewitch  them,  but  when  Sidney  joined  the 
group,  and  his  mother  seemed  quite  as 
ready  as  he  to  credit  the  story,  she  turned 
to  her  own  mother  with  tears  upon  her 
lashes. 

*^  Oh,  manuna,  can't  we  make  them  stop 
telling  such  wicked  things  about  Marie'?  " 
she  whispered.  '*  They  aren't  the  least  bit 
true,  and  if  they  keep  telling  them,  Sidney 
will  tease  Marie  more  than  ever,  and 
everyone  will  look  at  her  so  unpleasantly 
that  they'll  make  her  unhappy." 

'^  We  can  do  nothing  just  now,  dear," 
Mrs.  Dainty  replied,  ^*  but  after  a  time 
these  people  may  see  how  idle  and  foolish 
the  story  is." 

Nancy  clasped  Dorothy's  hand. 

"  We'll  be  true  to  Marie,"  she  whis- 
pered, to  comfort  Dorothy,  and  because 
she  really  liked  Marie. 
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Out  on  the  beach  Vera  still  sat  looking 
across  the  waves,  and  with  her  hands 
tightly  clasped  around  her  knees,  she 
looked  as  if  the  idea  of  returning  to  the 
hotel  had  never  occurred  to  her. 

She  was  wondering  if  Trixy  had  yet  re- 
peated the  story,  and  whether  she  had  told 
it  just  as  she  had  heard  it.  Trixy  had 
a  habit  of  telling  tales,  which,  if  not 
exactly  untrue,  were  at  least  much 
larger  than  when  they  were  first  told  to 
her. 

'*  I  guess  when  Trixy  has  had  the  fun 
of  telling  everyone  about  Marie,  she'll 
come  back  here  after  me,''  thought  Vera, 
then  with  a  merry  laugh  she  finished  the 
sentence  aloud. 

**  And  when  she  comes,  she  won't  find 
me  looking  for  her!  "  she  said. 

After  a  time  it  became  rather  tiresome 
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to  sit  looking  straight  out  to  sea,  without 
once  turning  aroimd. 

**  I  don't  see  where  all  the  vessels  are," 
she  said.  **  I  haven't  seen  one  since  I  sat 
down  here,  and  that  cloudy  sky  looks  dirty, 
and  the  water  looks  muddy.  I  won't  say 
it  looks  queer,  though,  because  I  told 
Trixy  it  didnH.'^^ 

She  really  believed  that  Trixy  had  run 
away  only  to  tease  her,  and  that,  at  any 
moment,  she  would  return.  What  fun  it 
would  be  to  have  Trixy  urge  her  to  turn 
around. 

As  the  time  sped  on,  Vera  began  to 
think  that  Trixy  had  decided  to  spend  the 
time  at  play  with  her  friends,  and,  what 
was  still  more  provoking,  that  fickle  Trixy 
was  not  missing  her  at  all. 

^'  I'll  stay  here  just  a  few  minutes,"  she 
said,  "  and  if  she  doesn't  come  by  that 
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time,  I'll  go  home,  but  I'll  just  sneak 
around  the  back  way  to  the  hotel,  and  the 
maids  can  tell  me  how  to  go  up  the  back 
hall-way  to  my  room.  I  won't  go  right  up 
on  the  piazza,  and  let  Trixy  Drayton  see 
me  poking  home  alone,  after  waiting  for 
her!  " 

Usually,  Vera  was  very  changeable,  and 
unwilling  to  play  a  game,  or  be  amused 
with  anything  for  more  than  a  few  mo- 
ments at  a  time,  but  she  could  be  very 
stubborn  when  she  chose,  and  this,  surely, 
was  one  of  her  stubborn  days. 

She  was  beginning  to  feel  stiff  sitting  so 
long  in  one  position,  and  her  eyes  ached 
from  gazing  at  the  sullen  waves,  and 
the  white  and  silver  clouds  that  hid  the 
sun. 

She  rose,  and  stretched  her  arms  out 
toward  the  sea. 
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You  are  more  fun  to  play  with  than 
Trixy/'  she  said. 

One  could  wade  in  the  sea,  and  its  touch 
was  always  caressing,  and  never  did  the 
waves  say  saucy  things  which  one  found 
hard  to  bear.  Other  children  often  were  so 
provoking. 

These  were  Vera's  thoughts,  and  it  never 
occurred  to  her  that  she  often  did  things 
that  tried  the  patience  of  her  friends,  and 
made  them  wonder  why  they  liked  her  at 
all. 

Vera  never  knew  how  long  she  had  been 
standing  watching  the  restless  waves.  She 
only  knew  that  the  great  ragged  clouds 
that  had  hung  motionless  now  flew  across 
the  sky,  and  that  the  wind,  in  sudden  fury, 
blew  her  curls  about  her  face,  and  wrapped 
her  short  skirts  so  tightly  around  her  that 
for  a  moment  she  could  not  step. 
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When  she  turned  around,  the  sight  that 
she  saw  turned  her  cheeks  white  with 
terror! 

The  tide  had  indeed  been  coming  in,  but 
it  was  now  almost  encircling  the  bit  of 
sand  on  which  she  was  standing.  As  a 
wave  rolled  in  it  partly  covered  the  narrow 
neck  of  land  that  connected  the  spot  where 
Vera  stood  with  the  broad  beach  beyond. 
When  the  water  receded,  the  tiny  little 
peninsula  lay  in  view,  but  she  plainly  saw 
that  each  incoming  wave  swept  a  bit  far- 
ther in  than  the  last,  and  soon,  oh,  so  soon 
even  the  bit  of  sand  upon  which  she.  stood 
would  be  covered  and  then,— then,— 

She  covered  her  eyes  with  her  hands, 
and  shrieked  in  terror.  Any  other  child 
would  have  waited  until  the  neck  of  sand 
lay  for  a  moment  uncovered,  and  then 
made  a  rush  for  the  beach,  but  she  seemed 
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not  to  have  the  least  idea  of  saving  her- 
self. 

And  now  the  wind  was  rising. 

Vera  was  usually  very  bold,  until  some- 
thing happened  that  frightened  her  and 
then  all  her  bravery  vanished,  and  she 
stood,  wherever  she  might  be,  a  shivering, 
helpless  coward. 

She  opened  her  eyes  and  stared  at  the 
rushing  water,  and  then  she  commenced 
to  scream. 

She  shouted  imtil  her  throat  ached. 

**  Oh,  there's  no  one  to  hear  me!  "  she 
wailed. 

But  some  one  had  heard  her,  was  hurry- 
ing toward  her,  and  who  was  it,  and  what 
was  that  that  trailed  after  her  as  she  ran? 

"  Vera!  Vera!  Come  quick! "  she 
shouted,  but  Vera  did  not  stir, 

"Vera!    Come!    Come!^^ 
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She  heard  the  voice  and  turned.  It 
was,— Marie  Le  Bon. 

**  Come!  Oh,  if  you  would  come  now,—  " 

**  I  can^t!  I  can^t! "  screamed  Vera, 
now  thoroughly  terrified,  as  she  saw  the 
rushing  of  a  small  roller;  saw  the  foam 
break  over  the  sand,  and  again  recede,  but 
not  enough  this  time  to  leave  the  strip  of 
sand  wholly  in  view. 

Still  she  stood  with  staring  eyes  and 
white  lips,  never  taking  one  step  toward 
the  land. 

Marie  remembered  that  she  had  never 
seen  Vera  wading  in  the  shallow  water  as 
other  children  loved  to  do.  Was  she  sim- 
ply afraid  of  the  water,  and  rather  than 
run  through  it,  would  stay  where  she  was 
until  she  drowned?  "What  could  be 
done? 

She  knew  that  something  must  be  done, 


I  can't  !   I  can't  ! "  screamed  Vera. — Page  196. 


A    WATER -^  WITCH  197 

and  done  at  once,  if  Vera  was  to  be  saved 
from  herself  and  her  foolish  fear. 

Marie  looked  hastily  along  the  beach. 
There  was  neither  farmer  nor  fisherman  in 
sight,  and  the  dark,  cloudy  sky  had  caused 
the  usual  promenaders  to  take  their  exer- 
cise upon  the  hotel  piazzas.  The  beach 
was  deserted,  save  for  a  little  figure  that 
hurried  along  in  the  shelter  of  the  bluff. 
Marie  did  not  see  that  other  child,  and  she 
turned  again  toward  Vera. 

Again  a  foam-crested  wave  rolled  in, 
and  again  Vera  screamed. 

^'  You  must  come,  and  come  now,  too!  '* 
called  Marie.  ''Here!  I'll  hold  out  my 
hands  and  you'll  only  have  to  run  a  few 
steps  before  you  can  catch  hold  of  me!  " 

"  But  the  water  is  slippery  and  wet!  " 
cried  Vera,  as  if  the  last  fact  were  entirely 
new. 
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**  Come,  this  minute!  "  called  Marie, 
sharply. 

^^  And  I'm  afraid  I'll  fall;  there's  noth- 
ing to  hold  on  to." 

Quick  as  a  flash  Marie  threw  out  one 
end  of  the  small  fish  net  that  she  had  been 
dragging. 

''  Catch  it!  "  she  cried,  ''  and  I'll  pull 
you  out!  " 

Vera  snatched  at  the  net,  let  it  slip 
through  her  fingers,  snatched  at  it  again, 
and  held  it  tightly,  and  then,  still  clinging 
to  it,  himg  back. 

'*  You'll  have  to  walk!  "  shouted  Marie, 
but  Vera's  teeth  were  chattering  with  fear, 
and  she  had  not  sense  enough  to  move  her 
feet. 

Brave  little  Marie  knew  that  there  was 
no  time  to  be  lost.  The  tide  was  rushing 
in,  and  she  knew  that  she  could  not  remain 
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much  longer  where  she  was  now  stand- 
ing. 

She  was  determined  not  to  leave  Vera, 
for  she  knew  that  the  silly  child  would 
stay  where  she  was,  shivering  and  scream- 
ing until  the  waves  claimed  her  for  their 
own. 

With  all  her  might  she  tugged  at  the 
net,  and  just  as  she  thought  that  her  arms 
must  give  out,  other  hands  grasped  the 
end  of  the  net. 

It  was  Sidney  Carleton. 

'*  You're  a  brick,  Marie,  and  I'm  sorry 
I  ever  teased  you,"  he  said,  and  his  voice 
sounded  firm  and  true. 

"  Give  a  good  pull  now,  and  with  me 
to  help  you,  we'll  pull  the  little  scarecrow 
in,"  he  said,  and  after  a  long  tugging  at 
the  net,  they  succeeded  in  dragging  Vera 
to  safety. 
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**  You  just  come  back  with  me/'  said 
Vera,  **  for  I  want  to  tell  Aunt  Irma  how 
you  worked  to  save  me,  when  I  was  out 
there  alone,  and  I  just  'specially  want  to 
tell  Trixy  Drayton.  Never  mind  why," 
she  added,  the  color  coming  back  to  her 
cheeks  as  she  thought  of  the  many  unkind 
things  that  she  had  said  of  Marie. 

^'  I'll  walk  back  with  you,  and  lend  you 
my  cloak  because  you  shiver  so,  but  you 
needn't  say  anything  about  what  I  did.  I 
only  did  what  I  ought  to  do,"  Marie  said, 
simply. 

Vera  was  used,  however,  to  having  her 
own  way,  and  with  Sidney's  aid  she  told 
all  who  were  interested  how  brave  Marie 
had  been. 

'*  Marie  was  not  the  least  afraid  of  the 
waves,"  said  Vera,  '*  and  I  think  well  call 
her  a  little  water- witch,"  she  said. 
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Marie  was  delighted. 

**  I'll  like  to  be  called  that,"  she  said, 
^*  although  I'm  not  truly  a  fairy." 

**  No  fairy  could  have  brought  Vera  back 
more  safely  to  me,"  said  Aunt  Irma,  and 
Marie  felt  fully  rewarded. 

In  the  sunny  days  that  followed,  Vera 
seemed  eager  to  show  kindness  to  Marie, 
while  Marie,  quick  to  forgive,  appeared  to 
have  forgotten  all  unkindness  and  neglect. 


CHAPTER  XI 

TWO  LITTLE   IMPS 

T  T  was  very  exciting  to  have  been  in 
•-■-  danger  of  drowning,  and  to  have  re- 
ceived so  joyous  a  welcome,  but  there  was 
one  thing  which  annoyed  Vera. 

Aunt  Irma  had  not  been  at  all  fright- 
ened, and  had  not  known  that  her  small 
niece  had  been  in  danger,  until  Vera  her- 
self had  told  of  her  struggle  with  the 
waves,  and  of  Marie's  bravery. 

During  the  long  walk  along  the  beach 
toward  the  hotel,  Sidney  and  Marie  had 
talked  as  freely  as  though  the  boy  had 
never  teased  her,  but  Vera  had  said  noth- 
ing. 

202 
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Her  mind  had  been  filled  with  thoughts 
of  Aunt  Irma,  and  she  had  imagined  that 
lovely  young  woman  pacing  up  and  down 
the  piazza,  wringing  her  pretty  hands,  and 
begging  Captain  Atherton,  or,  indeed  any- 
one, to  save  her  dear  little  Vera. 

Instead  of  this  thrilling  act,  Aunt  Irma 
had  been  enjoying  afternoon  tea  with  sev- 
eral of  her  friends,  and  had  not  realized 
that  Vera  had  been  absent  from  the  hotel 
until  she  appeared,  escorted  by  Sidney  and 
Marie. 

One  thing  was  certain,  however.  The 
little  happening  on  the  beach  had  made 
Vera  Marie's  true  friend,  and  when,  dur- 
ing the  next  day  Mrs.  Vane  arrived,  Vera 
told  her  how  true,  how  brave  Marie  had 
been.  Indeed,  it  seemed  as  if  she  could  not 
say  enough. 

And  she  didn't  run  to  help  me  because 


a 


204       DOROTHY  IN   THE  COUNTRY 

I  had  been  kind  to  her,"  concluded  Vera, 
**  because  I  hadnX^^ 

'*  Then  little  Marie  was  generous,  as 
well  as  brave,"  said  Mrs.  Vane,  '*  and  you 
must  now  try,  in  every  way,  to  be  espe- 
cially kind  to  her." 

**  I  mean  to,"  Vera  replied,  more  quietly 
than  she  was  apt  to  speak. 

Trixy  Drayton,  as  flighty  as  a  butterfly, 
took  no  notice  whatever  of  the  affair,  and 
soon  forgot  all  about  it. 

'*  Aren't  you  glad  Vera  Vane  didn't  get 
drown-dedf  "  asked  a  wee  little  girl,  to 
which  Trixy,  who  was  very  busy  eating 
caramels,  replied: 

'*  Well,  I  wouldn't  want  her  to  have 
been  drowned,  but  I'd  almost  forgotten 
about  it." 

Dorothy  and  Nancy  were  happy  to  see 
how  friendly  Vera  and  Marie  had  become. 
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Many  of  those  who  had  listened  to  the 
stories  of  ghosts  at  the  Le  Bon  farm  now 
realized  that  the  tales  were  not  only  un- 
true, but  extremely  silly,  and  that  it  had 
been  foolish  to  listen  when  they  were  re- 
peated. 

Mrs.  Le  Bon  had  finished  the  fine  em- 
broidery that  Mrs.  Dainty  had  ordered, 
and  was  delighted  to  learn  that  many  other 
orders  would  follow. 

Mrs.  Carleton  had  said  that  she  should 
wish  to  have  some  pieces  embroidered  for 
her,  but  when  she  learned  that  Mrs.  Dainty 
had  paid  generously  for  all  that  Mrs.  Le 
Bon  had  done  for  her,  she  quickly  changed 
her  mind. 

"  I  shall  not  pay  so  high  for  the  work," 
she  said;  **  indeed  I'll  not  order  any,  I 
think.  I  only  thought  that  as  Mrs.  Le 
Bon  was  a  farmer's  wife  she  might  not 
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know  what  her  work  was  worth,  and  would 
be  pleased  to  accept  whatever  I  chose  to 
give  her.    I'm  always  eager  for  a  bargain." 

**  How  mean!  ''  whispered  Dorothy,  who 
with  Nancy,  was  sitting  in  the  hammock. 

**  Yes,  isn't  it?  "  agreed  Nancy,  "  but 
hark!    What  is  Sidney  saying?  " 

**  Ma,  can  I  spend  my  quarter  that  you 
just  gave  me  for  anything?  " 

''  Yes,  dear." 

**  For  anything?  "  repeated  the  boy. 

**  Yes,  yes,  of  course,  for  anything  you 
wish,"  said  his  mother. 

'*  Then  I'm  going  to  take  Marie  Le  Bon 
down  to  the  beach,  and  let  her  ride  the 
donkey.  The  man  will  let  us  have  six 
rides  for  a  quarter,  and  I'll  share  with 
Marie.    She's  a  brick!  " 

^*  Oh,  Sidney,  darling!  "  cried  Mrs.  Carle- 
ton,  but  Sidney  had  not  waited  to  hear 


TWO  LITTLE  IMPS  207 

what  she  would  say,  and  she  turned 
towards  Mrs.  Drayton. 

'*  The  dear  boy  is  so  sweet-tempered, 
and  so  generous,  his  first  thought  is  to 
share  what  he  has  with  others.  I  think 
I'll  leave  this  hotel  soon,  however.  If  he 
is  often  with  the  Le  Bon  child,  his  manners 
will  be  spoiled.'' 

**  There  are  some  things  that  are  already 
so  outrageous  that  nothing  could  spoil 
them,"  muttered  Captain  Atherton  under 
his  breath,  and  he  walked  away  in  disgust. 

''  The  captain  has  a  queer  habit  of  grum- 
bling. Have  you  noticed  it,  dear  Mrs. 
Drayton?  What  was  he  saying?  "  ques- 
tioned Mrs.  Carleton,  but  Mrs.  Drayton 
only  laughed. 

"  Eeally,  I  never  try  to  keep  account  of 
what  the  captain  is  saying,"  she  said. 

Nancy  laughed  softly.     She  had  seated 
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herself  upon  the  broad  arm  of  Aunt  Char- 
lotte's reed  chair,  and  was  helping  to  sort 
some  soft  colored  silks. 

She  had  heard  what  Captain  Atherton 
had  said,  and  she  thought  it  would  be  fim, 
later,  to  tell  Aunt  Charlotte  what  he  had 
said. 

Vera  ran  across  the  piazza  to  join  Doro- 
thy. 

''  What  do  you  think? "  she  cried, 
'*  Aunt  Irma  is  going  to  the  mountains 
with  the  Covertons.  You  know  the  Cover- 
tons.'' 

**  I  don't  remember  them,"  said  Doro- 
thy. 

'*  Oh,  you  do,"  cried  Vera,  in  great  ex- 
citement; ^*  they're  the  two  girls  that  have 
a  big  brother,  I  mean  an  awful  big  brother 
that  liked  Aunt  Irma,  and  played  tennis 
all  the  time,  and  had  such  lovely  parasols." 
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**  Oh,  Vera!  ''  said  Dorothy,  '*  you  don't 
mean  that  their  brother  had  the  parasols.'* 

It  did  not  trouble  Vera  that  Dorothy 
was  laughing. 

**  Of  course  not,''  she  cried,  **  I  knew 
you'd  know  better  than  that,  and  do  you 
remember  them?  Do  you? "  she  re- 
peated. 

Without  waiting  for  Dorothy  to  answer 
she  continued: 

*^  One  of  the  girls  had  a  dear  little  white 
poodle,  and,  anyway,  what  I  was  going  to 
say  is  that  Aunt  Irma  is  to  be  with  them 
for  a  few  weeks,  and  she  starts  to-day! 
There's  her  trunks  now!  " 

*'  Aren't  you  sorry  she's  going?  "  asked 
Dorothy,  in  surprise,  for  she  knew  that 
Vera  was  very  fond  of  her  lovely  young 
aunt. 

Oh,  I  just  love  to  have  her  with  us," 
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said  Vera,  ''  but  it'll  be  fun  when  she  goes, 
because  some  folks '11  act  so  funny.^^ 

**  What  do  you  mean*?  "  asked  Dorothy. 

**  Just  thisy^^  said  Vera,  moving  nearer, 
and  nodding  wisely  as  she  spoke.  ^'  Well 
stay  right  here,  and  when  she  comes  down 
the  stairway,  and  out  on  this  piazza,  we'll 
watch  and  see  what  some  folks  do,  I  tell 
you  truly,  Mr.  Helmsmere  will  feel  pretty 
bad,  M'sieur  Le  Moyne  will  feel  and  act 
worse,  and  big,  fat  Captain  Atherton'U 
cry!    You  see  'f  he  doesn't!  " 

**  Why,  Vera  Vane!  Men  don't  cry!  ^^ 
said  Dorothy. 

*'  Well,  you  just  see!  "  insisted  Vera,  so 
they  waited. 

Miss  Irma  certainly  looked  very  charm- 
ing when  she  came  out  upon  the  piazza, 
and  paused,  before  entering  the  carriage, 
to  say  '*  good-bye  "  to  her  friends. 
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Vera  gave  her  an  affectionate  hug,  but 
what  did  she  whisper  in  the  pretty  ear? 

Whatever  it  was,  it  made  Aunt  Irma 
laugh. 

**  I  just  told  Aunt  Irma  that  Captain 
Atherton  was  going  to  cry,  and  he  is.  See 
himl  "  whispered  Vera  to  Dorothy,  ''  and 
look  at  Mr.  Helmsmere!  My  I  But  it's 
funny." 

It  was  true  that  Jack  Helmsmere  looked 
rather  gloomy,  although  he  assured  Miss 
Irma  that  he  should  be  at  the  mountains 
within  a  week;  young  Louis  Le  Moyne 
presented  her  with  a  bouquet  of  beautiful 
roses,  and  Captain  Atherton,  becoming 
aware  that  everyone  was  watching  him, 
forgot  what  he  had  intended  to  say,  mut- 
tered something  about  *'  missing  the  sun- 
shine of  her  company,''  and  with  very  red 
cheeks  retired. 
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**  See  hiinl  Look!  He's  getting  out  his 
biggest  handkerchief!  "  whispered  Vera,  as 
if  wildly  excited. 

**  He's  wiping  his  forehead,  because  he's 
so  warm,"  said  Dorothy. 

**  But  just  watch  him  a  minute,  and 
you'll  see  him  wipe  his  eyes,"  said  Vera, 
and  sure  enough,  the  sturdy  captain  passed 
his  handkerchief  across  his  kindly  eyes. 

''  There!  What  did  I  just  tell  you?  " 
said  Vera. 

"  Perhaps  it's  smoke  that  made  the 
tears  come,  but  if  it's  just  that  he  feels 
bad,  then  I'm  sorry,"  Dorothy  replied. 

Vera  looked  at  her  curiously. 

**  Well,  p'raps  I  am,  too,  only  I  didn't 
think  about  it  that  way,"  she  replied. 

She  might  have  added  that  she  did  not 
think  of  anything  for  more  than  one  mo- 
ment at  a  time,  for  a  second  later  she  was 
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daring  Dorothy  and  Nancy  to  a  race  down 
the  length  of  the  driveway. 

While  the  three  little  girls  were  running 
races,  down  the  gravel  path,  and  back 
again,  Sidney  Carleton,  returning  from  the 
beach,  sneaked  around  the  corner  of  the 
hotel  where  he  could  get  a  good  view  of 
the  kitchen. 

He  had  said  that  he  would  take  Marie 
Le  Bon  for  a  donkey  ride,  but  Marie  had 
gone  away  for  the  day,  and  he  did  not  care 
to  ride  alone. 

The  stroll  down  to  the  shore  had  sharp- 
ened his  appetite,  and  he  knew  that  it  was 
a  long  time  before  the  hour  for  lunch 
would  arrive. 

As  he  neared  the  kitchen,  the  scent  of 
freshly  baked  pies  made  him  feel  himgrier 
than  ever. 

Ah!    There  were  the  pies  on  a  low  table, 
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close  by  the  pantry  window.  Could  lie 
reach  one  without  being  seen? 

He  crept  nearer,  and  listened.  There 
was  no  one  in  the  pantry,  and  by  standing 
upon  an  old  wooden  bucket  that  stood  be- 
neath the  window,  he  believed  that  he 
could  reach  one  of  those  tempting  pies. 

While  Sidney  was  doing  his  best  to  se- 
cure the  treat,  his  fond  mamma,  in  a  large 
rocker  upon  the  piazza,  was,  as  usual,  tell- 
ing her  friends  what  a  delightful  child  he 
was. 

**  He  has  such  a  sensitive  nature,"  she 
was  saying,  '"  that  I  sometimes  wonder 
how  he  will  ever  get  on  with  the  bold  men 
that  he  will  meet  and  deal  with  in  business 
when  he  has  grown  up.  He  never  will 
push  to  get  what  he  wants,— he's  too  gen- 
tle to  do  that.  He  is  a  bit  delicate,  too. 
I've  noticed  for  some  days  that  he  hardly 
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cares  for  food,  and  I  have  to  coax  him  to 
eat,—  Why,  Sidney  darling,  where  are 
you  going?  '' 

But  **  Sidney  darling,''  with  his  usual 
sweetness,  did  not  reply. 

^^  Tell  me  where  you  are  going  I ''  Mrs. 
Carleton  insisted. 

**  Do'  ^o'.'  "  he  sullenly  replied. 

*'  Then  come  here  to  me,  darling." 

**  Don't  want  to,"  whined  Sidney. 

*'  Come  here!  " 

This  time  her  voice  was  not  at  all  win- 
ning, and  the  boy  knew  that,  for  once,  she 
meant  what  she  said. 

Slowly  he  walked  toward  her,  his  hands 
held  behind  his  back. 

^*  Take  this  bundle  of  worsted  up  to  my 
room,  and  bring  down  my  white  shawl," 
said  Mrs.  Carleton,  looking  sharply  at  the 
boy's  sullen  face. 
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''  I  can't!  Tm  tired,''  he  said.  Trixy 
Drayton,  who  stood  beside  her  mother, 
giggled,  and  pointed  a  teasing  finger  at 
Sidney. 

''  Take  this  bundle!  " 

Mrs.  Carleton's  voice  was  very  harsh. 
She  was  angry.  Not  ten  minutes  before 
she  had  been  telling  how  gentle  and  obedi- 
ent he  was,  and  that  she  never  had  to  ask 
him  more  than  once  to  do  a  thing. 

Sidney  stretched  an  imwilling  hand,  and 
at  that  moment,  with  a  crash,  the  pie  that 
he  had  stolen,  and  had  been  hiding,  fell  to 
the  floor. 

Angry  and  ashamed,  he  snatched  the 
parcel,  and  half  blinded  by  hot  tears  he 
rushed  across  the  piazza  to  the  hall,  and 
up  the  stairway. 

*'  I  guess  his  appetite  has  returned," 
Mrs.  Drayton  said,  coolly,  to  which  Mrs. 
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Carleton  made  no  reply,  but  with  very  red 
cheeks,  she  turned  to  follow  Sidney. 

That  afternoon  Mrs.  Carleton  and  Sid- 
ney left  the  hotel,  to  the  great  delight  of 
other  guests. 

The  air  was  too  bracing,  she  had  de- 
clared, but  Captain  Atherton  said  the  man- 
ager had  asked  her  to  go,  saying  that  there 
was  no  room  in  the  hotel  for  such  a  boy 
as  Sidney. 

**  I  shouldn't  wonder  if  Mrs.  Drayton 
would  get  the  next  invitation  to  travel 
elsewhere,"  Captain  Atherton  said  to  Jack 
Helmsmere. 

''  Do  they  object  to  little  Trixy?  "  Jack 
asked  with  a  laugh. 

**  Well,  she's  about  as  angelic  in  her  way 
as  Sidney  was  in  his,"  growled  the  cap- 
tain. 

*'  She  borrowed  Miss  Flightington^s  big- 
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gest  picture  hat,  and  wore  it  down  to  the 
beach.  That's  what  her  silly  mother  calls 
innocent  fun.  This  morning  I  left  my  light 
overcoat  on  one  of  these  chairs  for  a  mo- 
ment, and  when  I  came  back  after  it,  it 
was  nowhere  to  be  seen.  That  Drayton 
child  was  swinging  in  the  hammock,  and 
I  asked  her  if  she'd  seen  it.  The  impu- 
dent little  wretch  actually  grinned. 

**  *  Yes,  IVe  seen  it,  but  I  don't  see  it 
now!  '  she  said,  with  her  everlasting  gig- 
gle. 

'' '  How's  that?  '  I  asked. 

**  *  I  saw  it  when  it  was  on  the  chair,  but 
I  don't  see  it  now^  because  I'm  sitting  on 
it!' 

**  Someone  had  taken  the  hammock 
cushions,  so  the  dear  child  had  folded  my 
new  coat,  and  was  sitting  on  it,  because,  I 
suppose,  the  hammock  wasn't  soft  enough. 
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That  coat  isn't  fit  to  wear  until  I  send  it 
to  be  pressed!  '' 

**  She's  not  an  attractive  child,"  Jack 
replied. 

**  Attractive!  "  The  captain's  voice  was 
full  of  scorn.  *^  The  Drayton  child  and  the 
Carleton  boy  are  just  two  little  imps. 
Young  man,"  he  continued,  **  if  all  children 
were  as  pleasing  as  Dorothy  Dainty  and 
her  friend,  Nancy  Ferris,  I  should  be 
charmed  to  be  where  they  are,  but  there 
are  more  children  to  be  seen  and  endured 
that  are  as  disagreeable  as  the  Carleton 
boy  and  Mrs.  Drayton's  small  daughter,  so 
I  think  my  next  sojourn  will  be  at  a  hotel 
where  children  are  not  received."  His  dis- 
gust was  evident. 

Indeed,  one  could  hardly  blame  the  cap- 
tain, for  the  two  rude  children  had  taken 
especial  delight  in  teasing  him. 


CHAPTER  Xn 

AT   MERRIVALE 

fTlHE  hammocks  hung  near  the  corners 
-*-  of  the  hotel  veranda,  and  as  there 
were  a  number  of  corners,  there  were  sev- 
eral hammocks  to  be  enjoyed. 

'*  Let's  hurry  out,  as  soon  as  we've 
finished  breakfast,  and  find  a  hammock 
before  they're  all  taken,"  Nancy  whis- 
pered, and  Dorothy  agreed. 

'*  Come!  Here's  the  big  red  one!  "  cried 
Nancy,  a  little  later,  when  they  ran  out 
on  the  piazza. 

Soon  they  were  swinging  as  high  as  they 
could  safely  go,  and  singing  a  little  song 
that  seemed  to  keep  time  with  the  gaudy 
red  hammock. 

220 
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«  Blue  is  the  sky  on  a  summer's  day, 
White  are  the  clouds  hanging  over ; 
Bright  are  the  wings  of  the  butterflies  gay, 
As  they  flit  near  the  bees  in  the  clover. 
But  gayer  by  far  is  a  little  child's  laugh, 
And  sweet  is  the  song  she  is  singing, 
While  over  the  blossoms  a  humming-bird  flits, 
His  travels  all  noiselessly  winging. 

« « You  are  a  grumbler  !  *  she  cries  to  the  bee ; 
« Are  you  not  pleased  with  your  honey  ?  * 
<  Sweet  is  the  nectar  I  make/  said  the  bee, 
« But  for  it  I'm  never  paid  money.' 

*  (xive  of  your  sweetness  I '  the  little  girl  cried. 
Loud  hummed  the  bee  in  the  clover, 

*  Give,  and  keep  giving,'  she  called  in  reply, 
And  she  sang  the  words  over  and  over." 

Nancy  touched  her  toe  to  the  floor,  and 
the  hammock  flew  higher. 

^*  Give  and  keep  giving,"  sang  Doro- 
thy. 

**  Give  what"? "  asked  Trixy  Drayton, 
pertlyj  as  she  ran  toward  them,  and 
stopped  in  front  of  the  hammock. 

**  Anything  and  everything,"  said  Doro- 
thy, with  a  gay  little  laugh. 
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**  Not  anything y^^  said  Trixy;  *'  you 
wouldn't  give  anything^  Dorothy  Dainty." 

*^  Yes,  I  would/'  Dorothy  said,  quietly. 

**  You'd  give  candy,  but  I  guess  you 
wouldn't  give  anything!  Just  think  of 
giving  onions  to  anybody!  "  Trixy  made 
a  horrid  face. 

**  Well,  you  could  give  even  onions  to 
some  folks  that  would  like  them;  our  cook 
likes  them,"  said  Dorothy. 

**  Mamma  doesn't  ever  give  things  to 
our  servants,"  said  Trixy.  **  She  says  she 
pays  them  more  money  than  they're  worth, 
and  they  may  ask  for  more  if  they  think 
she  can  give  them  presents,  too.  She  gives 
the  maid  some  of  her  old  dresses,  but  she 
doesn't  ever  let  her  have  them  till  they're 
too  old  to  be  worn." 

**  What  could  the  maid  do  with  them  when 
they're  too  old  to  wear?  "  Nancy  asked. 


She's  your  friend,  but  I  knew  it  before  you  did.'' — Page  223. 
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'^  I  guess  ma  doesn't  care  what  she  does 
with  them,"  said  Trixy,  *^  and  anyway,  I 
ran  out  to  tell  you  that  Vera  Vane  is  going 
to  the  mountains  to-day.  I  guess  you  and 
Nancy  didn't  know  that,  did  you?  " 

**  Why,  who  told  you?  "  Nancy  asked. 

**  Nobody,"  said  Trixy,  with  a  teasing 
laugh,  **  but  I  guess  I'm  the  first  one  that 
knows  it.  She's  your  friend,  but  I  knew  it 
before  you  did." 

**  How  did  you  know? "  questioned 
Nancy,  while  Dorothy,  half-grieved,  said 
never  a  word. 

She  wondered  why  Vera  had  said  noth- 
ing to  her,  or  to  Nancy,  of  her  departure, 
but  had  chosen  to  tell  Trixy  Drayton  in- 
stead. 

Trixy 's  next  speech  made  Dorothy  laugh 
softly. 

^'  Guess    how    I    know!  "    said    Trixy. 
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You  couldn't,  though,  so  111  tell  you. 
Mrs.  Vane's  maid  was  telling  one  of  the 
coachmen,  and  I  leaned  out  of  the  window 
to  listen.  I  almost  fell  out,  but  I  meant 
to  hear  what  she  was  saying,  and  I  did. 
They  got  a  letter  last  night,  I  mean  Mrs. 
Vane  did,  and  somebody  wants  her  to  go 
to  the  moimtains  right  off,  and  she's  going 
to-day. 

**  There  she  is  now,  and  there's  Vera, 
and  there's  the  maid  with  their  bags  and 
suit-cases.  I  hate  to  see  maids  tugging 
bags.  Why  can't  they  be  thrown  out  of 
the  windows  for  the  porters  to  catch?  " 

Away  ran  Trixy  to  see  if  a  barge  would 
convey  the  party  to  the  steamer,  or  if  a 
more  pretentious  carriage  had  been  chosen. 

It  was  as  Trixy  had  said.  Mrs  Vane  and 
Vera  were  taking  hasty  leave  of  their 
friends,  before  starting  for  a  hotel  in  the 
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mountains,  where  Mr.  Vane  would  join 
them. 

Vera  promised  to  spend  a  week  at 
Christmas  as  Dorothy's  guest  at  the  great 
stone  house  at  Merrivale,  while  Dorothy 
and  Nancy  promised,  in  return,  to  visit 
Vera  at  her  home  in  the  city. 

"  And  it  will  be  such  fun  to  have  you 
with  me!  "  cried  Vera.  ^^  I'll  spend  a 
week  with  you  as  IVe  just  promised,  and 
when  you  and  Nancy  come  to  my  house, 
you'll  come  for  a  week,  but  I'll  keep  you 
as  long  as  I  choose!  " 

She  felt  no  regret  at  saying  '*  good-bye,'* 
and  she  wondered  that  Dorothy's  lip  quiv- 
ered, and  that  Nancy's  dark  eyes  were  less 
merry  than  usual. 

Indeed  Nancy  felt  that  Vera  had  been 
a  cheery  playmate,  and  she  wished  that 
Mrs.  Vane  had  decided  to  remain  at  the 
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hotel,  that  the  three  little  friends  might 
have  played  together  until  all  were  ready 
to  return  to  their  homes. 

Vera's  eyes  were  dancing.  She  had  en- 
joyed all  the  pleasure  that  the  hotel  af- 
forded, and  here  was  a  new  one,— the 
mountains!  If  it  had  been  a  trip  to  the 
desert,  she  would  have  hailed  it  with  joy. 

Anything  new,  anything  for  a  change, 
was  always  Vera's  delight. 

She  flew  down  the  steps,  turning  again 
and  again  to  wave  her  hand  to  her  friends. 

'*  Good-bye,  good-bye!  "  she  called. 
**  We'll  be  playing  together  again  before 
you  know  it!  " 

**  Vera  just  makes  us  like  her!  ''  said 
Dorothy. 

**  I  know  it,"  Nancy  replied,  *^  and  no 
matter  what  she  does,  you  can't  be  angry 
with  her,  and  stay  so." 
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There  was  one  thing  to  be  said  of  Vera 
Vane,— she  was  never  rude.  Flighty  and 
changeable  she  surely  was,  but  she  was 
never  unkind,  and  she  dearly  loved  her 
friends. 

It  was  not  her  friends  that  she  tired  of. 
She  was  a  staunch  friend,  but  she  was 
always  ready  to  visit  some  new  place,  any 
place,  indeed,  just  for  a  change. 

**  They're  gone!  "  shouted  Trixy  from 
her  perch  upon  the  balustrade;  ''  some- 
body tell  where  they're  going!  " 

No  one  seemed  ready  to  reply,  and  Trixy, 
for  want  of  better  amusement,  commenced 
to  sing  a  popular  waltz,  beating  time  with 
her  heels  against  the  balustrade. 

**  I  think  I  shall  have  Trixy 's  voice 
trained,"  Mrs.  Drajrton  said  to  a  friend, 
as  the  two  were  coming  down  the  stairway. 

"  I'd  hov  her  thrained!  "  said  the  porter, 
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as  he  passed  through  the  hall,  **  but  it  ud 
not  be  a  music  master  thot  ud  do  it;  I'd 
thry  a  good  sthrong  cane,  I  would! '' 

Fortunately  Mrs.  Drayton  did  not  hear 
his  remarks. 

There  were  new  guests  arriving  daily, 
while  others  were  leaving  for  a  trip  to  the 
mountains,  or  returning  to  their  homes. 

Mrs.  Dainty  had  enjoyed  the  rest  and 
change  of  scene,  but  she  was  beginning  to 
feel  eager  to  be  at  home  once  more. 

Aunt  Charlotte  shared  her  eagerness, 
while  Dorothy  and  Nancy  thought  it  would 
be  delightful  to  have  Mollie  Merton  and 
Flossie  Bamet  for  playmates  again,  to  see 
Katie  Dean  and  little  Reginald,  and  to 
share  their  pleasures  with  these  pleasant 
little  friends,  and  with  Nina  and  Jeanette. 

When  the  day  was  set  on  which  they 
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should  leave  the  hotel,  Dorothy  mounted 
Romeo,  and  with  the  groom  riding  a  few 
rods  behind  her,  went  once  more  over  the 
roads  which  she  had  most  admired. 

'*  Look,  Romeo!  '  she  said,  ''  there  is  the 
clump  of  trees  that  I  saw  the  first  day 
that  I  rode  you  here.  And  there  is  the 
river,  all  bright  in  the  sunlight.  Beyond 
is  the  little  old  mill,  and  still  farther  away 
is  just  a  bit  of  the  sea.'* 

Romeo  tossed  his  head  as  if  he  saw  and 
understood.  Dorothy  leaned  forward,  and 
caressed  his  silken  mane. 

**  Are  you  glad  that  soon  you'll  be  in 
the  big  stable  at  Merrivale?  "  she  whis- 
pered.   '*  Will  you  be  glad,  Romeo?  " 

A  gentle  whinny  seemed  intended  for  a 
reply. 

Dorothy  turned  in  her  saddle  and  laughed 
with  delight. 
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^^  Did  you  hear  him?  "  she  cried  to  the 
groom. 

**  Indeed  I  did,  Miss  Dorothy,"  the  man 
replied,  with  a  laugh. 

*'  I  asked  him  if  he  was  glad  that  so  soon 
he'd  be  in  Merrivale,  and  that  was  his  an- 
swer. Wouldn't  you  say  he  was  really 
glad?  "  she  asked. 

**  I'd  have  no  doubt  of  it,"  the  groom 
replied,  and  Dorothy  was  satisfied. 

In  the  afternoon  Mrs.  Dainty  and  Aunt 
Charlotte,  with  Dorothy  and  Nancy,  called 
at  the  Le  Bon  farm  to  say  good-bye,  and 
to  leave  some  orders  for  embroidery. 

While  the  ladies  were  busy  with  choos- 
ing designs,  and  the  colors  to  be  used  in 
the  work,  Marie  took  her  two  friends  over 
the  farm  for  another  glimpse  at  its  beau- 
ties. 

'*  I  shall  miss  you  so,"  said  Marie,  '^  and 
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I  want  to  ask  something,  that  is,— I'd  like 
to  ask  it,—  '' 

'*  Oh,  do,"  urged  Dorothy. 

**  Yes,  please  do,"  said  Nancy. 

**  Ask  it  now!  ^^  said  Dorothy. 

"  Well,  I'd  be  just  delighted  if,"  again 
she  hesitated;  ''  if,— if  you  and  Nancy 
would  write  a  letter  to  me,  oh,  just  once 
in  a  while,  and  it  would  seem  a  bit  like 
talking  with  you." 

"  That's  just  what  we'll  do,"  said  Doro- 
thy, '''  and  will  you  answer  all  the  letters 
we  write?  " 

**  Indeed  I  will,"  said  Marie,  and  then, 
seeing  Mrs.  Dainty  and  Aunt  Charlotte 
walking  down  the  driveway,  there  was  a 
hasty  little  leave-taking,  and  soon  they 
were  bowling  over  the  road  to  the  hotel. 

Marie  stood  shading  her  eyes  with  her 
hand,  and  looking  after  them,  long  after 
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the  fine  carriage  had  whirled  around  the 
corner  of  the  avenue. 

She  had  learned  to  love  them,  and  she 
wished  that  they  were  to  stay  at  Riverton. 

At  Merrivale  their  little  friends  were 
eagerly  waiting  to  welcome  them,  but  none 
were  as  excited  as  MoUie  Merton. 

It  happened  that  she  was  out  on  the 
lawn  when  they  arrived. 

She  ran  down  to  the  avenue,  and  as  the 
carriage  stopped  she  insisted  that  Dorothy 
and  Nancy  must  get  out  at  once,  and  hear 
all  that  she  had  to  tell. 

**  I  want  you  to  tell  me  all  about  the  fine 
time  you've  had  this  summer,  but  first  let 
me  tell  you  the  funniest  thing!  " 

Tell  it,  do  tell  it!  "  cried  Dorothy. 
Tell  it  this  minute!  "  said  Nancy. 
It's  just  this,"  said  MoUie.    **  Do  you 
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see  that  young  man  playing  tennis  over 
there  on  the  lawn*?  '' 

*^  Which  one?  ''  Dorothy  asked. 

MoUie  laughed. 

**  I  forgot  there  were  two,"  she  said. 
'^  I  meant  the  one  this  way;  there,  he's 
turned  and  is  running  toward  us!  " 

^' He  is  fine-looking,"  said  Dorothy. 

*'  And  his  hair  is  as  bright  as  Doro- 
thy's," said  Nancy.    ''  Who  is  he?  " 

**  Guess,  do  guess!  "  said  Mollie,  laugh- 
ing harder  than  before. 

'*•  We  couldnH  guess,  Mollie,"  Dorothy 
said. 

**  You'll  have  to  tell  us,"  chimed  in 
Nancy. 

**  That's  Uncle  Josephus!  "  Mollie  de- 
clared. 

<<  Why,  Mollie  Merton!  Nancy  and  I 
thought  your  uncle  must  be  old,  because 
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he  was  teaching  in  a  college  in  Germany, 
and  everybody  said,  before  lie  came  here, 
that  he  knew  just  everything!  '' 

**  All  the  same  that  is  my  Uncle  Jo- 
sephus,''  said  MoUie,  **  and  I  don't  believe 
there's  anything  that  he  doesn't  know,  but 
he  is  young,  and  full  of  fun,  and  I've  had 
a  lovely  time  with  him  this  summer.  I 
was  half  afraid  to  meet  him,  but  the  mo- 
ment that  I  saw  him  in  the  hall,  I  knew 
I'd  like  him.  The  first  thing  he  did  was 
to  look  up  and  spy  me  on  the  stairs,  peep- 
ing down  at  him. 

**  *  Ah,  that,  I  know,  is  MoUie,'  he  said 
with  such  a  merry  laugh.  *  Come  down 
here,  dear,  and  let  us  get  acquainted;  we 
need  no  introduction.    Come!  ' 

"  He  put  down  his  suit-case,  and  held 
out  both  hands,  and  I  ran  straight  down 
to  him.    I  knew  I  needn't  fear  him.    He 
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picked  me  right  up  in  his  strong  arms,  and 
looked  straight  into  my  eyes. 

^'  '  You  look  just  as  Sister  Mollie  used 
to,'  he  said.  *  I  wonder  if  you  are  such  a 
girl  for  bonbons  as  she  used  to  be.  I 
trusted  to  luck,  and  brought  you  some,' 
and  he  opened  his  bag,  and  gave  me  a 
beautiful  box,  filled  with  the  finest  candy 
I  ever  had!  " 

**  Wasn't  he  fine?  "  said  Nancy. 

"He's  been  just  a  jolly  playfellow," 
said  Mollie. 

**  Does  he  know  that  you  were  more 
than  half  afraid  to  meet  him?  "  Dorothy 
asked. 

"  I  told  him,  after  he  had  been  here  a 
few  weeks,  and  you  can't  think  how  he 
laughed." 

Just  then  a  little  figure  came  flying 
across  the  lawn.    It  was  Flossie  Barnet. 
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Oh,  I'm  so  glad  you  and  Nancy  are 
home  again/'  she  cried,  **  and  have  you 
seen  him?    Mollie's  uncle,  I  mean." 

<<  We've  seen  him,  and  we  can't  see  how 
he  knows  so  much,  and  is  a  big  professor, 
and  doesn't  look  old  at  all,"  said  Nancy. 

**  If  you  could  see  him  laughing  and 
joking  with  my  Uncle  Harry,  or  see  them 
both  riding,  you'd  wonder  if  they  were 
just  two  big  boys,"  said  Flossie,  ^'  and  I 
could  listen  all  day  when  they  are  singing 
college  songs  together." 

**  I  didn't  want  him  to  come,"  said  Mol- 
lie,  **  and  now  I  think  I  can't  bear  to  have 
him  go  back  to  Germany.  I  know  I'll  cry 
till  I'm  tired  when  he  goes." 

**  Don't  think  about  it  yet.  He  won't 
go  for  a  month,"  said  Flossie,  '^  and  I 
want  to  tell  them  about  Patricia  and  Ara- 
bella." 
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**  Oh,  tell  us!  ''  said  Dorothy  and  Nancy 
in  a  breath. 

**  They  were  at  home  this  summer  while 
most  of  us  were  away,"  said  Flossie,  *'  and 
Arabella's  Aunt  Matilda  told  her  not  to 
go  over  to  Patricia's  house  to  play.  You'd 
just  know  Arabella  would!  " 

"  But  Arabella  d^c?,"  said  MoUie,  "  and 
one  time  when  Arabella  was  there,  the 
very  same  grocer's  boy  that  goes  to  Ara- 
bella's house  came  into  Patricia's  kitchen 
to  bring  some  things. 

*'  *  You  over  here! '  he  said.  '  I've  just 
come  from  the  other  side  of  the  town,  and 
when  I  stopped  at  your  house  your  aunt 
was  looking  everywhere  for  you,  and  asked 
me  if  I'd  seen  you.'  They  were  making 
molasses  candy,  and  Arabella  was  so 
scared  for  a  minute  that  she  dropped  the 
spoon  that  she  was  stirring  with,  and  it 
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had  hot  molasses  on  it,  and  when  she 
picked  it  up  she  burnt  her  fingers. 

**  And  when  she  went  home  her  Aimt 
Matilda  asked  her  how  she  had  burnt  her 
fingers,"  said  Flossie,  *^  and  Arabella  said, 
'  I  burnt  them  with  molasses.'  Aunt  Ma- 
tilda wouldn't  believe  her,  and  said  she 
never  knew  that  molasses  was  in  the  habit 
of  burning  folks. 

*'  *  All  the  same  I  did  bum  them  with 
molasses,^  Arabella  said,  and  that's  all  she 
would  say,  and  Aunt  Matilda  made  her 
stay  in  the  house  all  the  next  day,  because 
she  wouldn't  say  where  she  got  the  mo- 
lasses, or  where  she  had  been.  Arabella 
says  her  aunt  doesn't  believe  her  now,  and 
isn't  it  ftmny?  All  the  time  she  was  tell- 
ing the  truth. ^^ 

**  Yes,  but  she  wasn't  telling  all  the 
truth,"  said  Dorothy,  **  and  mamma  says 
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it  isn't  quite  right  to  tell  only  part  of  what 
is  true.'' 

*'  That's  what  Aunt  Charlotte  says," 
said  Nancy. 

a  There's  Patricia  now!  "  said  MoUie, 
and  the  others  turned  to  look. 

They  had  been  so  earnestly  talking  that 
they  had  not  noticed  her  as  she  came  along 
the  avenue. 

^'  How  d'ye  do?  "  she  said,  making  a 
queer  little  bow;  **  been  away  all  summer, 
haven't  you?  " 

<<  We've  just  come  home,"  Dorothy  said, 
"  and  we've  had  such  a  fine  time." 

**  Mollie  told  me  you  went  to  Riverton. 
I  shouldn't  have  cared  to  be  there;  the 
hotels  aren't  large  enough,"  Patricia  said. 
*'  We  had  to  be  at  home  this  summer,  be- 
cause ma  was  having  our  house  ref aired, 
but  ma  says  if  we   had  gone   away,   we 
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wouldn^t  have  gone  anywhere  less'n  Sara- 
loga  Sprigs,  or  Bar  Arbor. ^^ 

**  Where  are  those  places?  "  Mollie  de- 
manded. 

'*  I  can't  stop  to  tell  you,  for  I'm  out 
making  calls,  and  I  ought  to  be  getting 
home  soon,"  Patricia  replied,  at  the  same 
time  taking  out  a  huge  old-fashioned  watch 
and  looking  at  it. 

**  Oh,  I  must  really  hurry,"  she  said, 
^*  for  we're  to  have  company  this  evening, 
and  ma  told  me  I'd  have  to  help  amuse 
them.  I'm  to  sing  a  fine  new  song,  and 
ma  says  I'll  have  to  recite  some  poems,  the 
longest  ones  I  know.  She  says  it'll  s 'prise 
'em  some  when  I  say  thirty-five  verses 
without  missing  a  single  word,  or  waiting 
to  catch  my  breath." 

Without  another  word  she  turned  and 
hurried  away. 
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<< 


What  were  the  names  of  those  places 
she  said  she  would  like  to  have  gone  to 
for  the  summer?  ''  asked  Nancy,  **  I  never 
heard  of  them." 

^*  I  don't  know,"  snapped  Mollie,  ^*  but 
I  do  know  that  old  watch  wasn't  going,  for 
I  looked  at  it  when  she  looked,  and  it  only- 
said  half -past  one,  and  I  know  it's  nearly 
four  now." 

'^  Won't  their  guests  be  tired  listening 
to  thirty  "five  verses?  "  said  Nancy. 

^^  We  don't  know  who  her  guests  are," 
said  Mollie,  '*  but  I  know  I  wouldn't  sit 
still,  and  listen  while  Patricia  recited  all 
that." 

*'  I  wouldn't  like  to,"  Flossie  said,  '*  so 
I  hope  she  won't  ever  try  to  make  me  hear 
it,  for  I  couldnH  ask  her  to  stop,  and  I 
know  I'd  want  to." 

'*  I  almost  think  I'd  tell  her  to  stop, 
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though  it  wouldn't  be  very  polite,"  said 
Mollie. 

'*  A  few  days  ago  Patricia  told  Arabella 
that  she  didn't  want  to  go  to  school,  and 
she  said  that  her  mamma  said  that  perhaps 
she  needn't!  Did  you  ever  hear  anything 
like  that?  "  asked  Mollie. 

<<  Why,  you  wouldn't  think  her  mamma 
would  let  her  do  that,"  said  Dorothy. 

'*  Well,  that's  truly  what  she  said," 
Flossie  insisted,  **  and  Arabella  said  it 
almost  made  her  wish  she  was  Patricia." 

"  Oh,  ivhat  a  wish!  "  cried  Mollie. 

**  We  wouldn't  wish  that!  "  said  Nancy. 

**  We  have  nice  times  at  school,"  said 
Dorothy,  **  and  Aunt  Charlotte  is  already 
planning  fine  things  for  us  to  enjoy  this 
year." 

**  And  we  shall  enjoy  them,"  Nancy 
said. 
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It  was  evident  that  the  season  was  to 
be  full  of  pleasure  and  delight. 

The  same  playmates  were  to  enjoy  the 
private  school,  with  dear  Aunt  Charlotte, 
the  kindest  of  teachers,  and  even  thus  early 
there  were  whispers  of  pleasures  in  store. 

Of  these  merry  days  one  may  read  in 
'*  Dorothy  Dainty's  Winter.'' 


